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Paſtoral Traged FE Y- | 
1 SCENE U. 


— Athen a the oo of # ne. 
5 5 7 
W 


-4 . DIONE.. LAURA, 
FF. 3 8 
| Lat. 
HY doſt wos fly'me ? ſtay, unhappy fair, 
Seck not theſe horrid caverns of deſpair; 
Treu d the hee 1 ove, Bau 


Trod the brown deſart, and unſhelter d moor: 
"Three dne the lark has fans bis mata 
= And roſe on dewy wing to mett the day, 
19 Since firſt-1 found thee, Qrerdh'd in penfive raced, 
© Where laurels border Ladon's ſilver flood. Sv ws of 
2 TOTS $1534 4 Diows. n des 
N — thats V'eflow'? 
'Tis to thy hand my daily life I owe; 
| Like the weak lamb you r6#d me from the plain, 
Too faint to beur bleak winds and beating rain; — 
Each day I ſhare thy bowl and clean repaſt, 
Fach night thy roof defends the chilly blaſt. 
But vain is all thy Od. ele he eee © 
ae writch abandon'd to deſpair, 


| 


KG | A Lav) I "IMF rip 


Deſpair will fly thee, when thou ſhalt impart Know 
The fatal ſecret that torments thy heart; Taug 
Diſcloſe thy ſorrows to my faithful ear, Vaos 
lnſtruct thoſe eyes to give — — for tear, Nor | 
Love, love's s the cauſe ; £ Born 
The rocks% Fes ell Evander's MWT 7 1 trac 
If fault'ring ſhame thy baſhful tongue reſtrain, = Why 
If thou haſt look'd, and bluſh'd, and ſigh' d in vain; . Love 
Say, in what grove the lovely ſhepherd ſtrays, = Whe 
Tell me what mountains warble with his lays ; Heav 
- Thither I'll ſpeed me, and with moving art = Ah! 
Draw ſoft confeſhons from his melting heart, Yet \ 
Dione, 
Thy gen'rous care has touch'd my ſecret woe, Diſtr 
Love bids theſe ſcalding tears ingeſfant _ 
Ill. fated love! O, ſay, ye ſylyan maids;. © Forg 
Who range wide foreſts and ſequelter'd 1 Wy Evan 
say where Evander bled, point gut the — The 
That yet is purple with the ſgzage wound... . * To n 
Yondei he lies ; I heat the bird of prey 44+ -- FRY 1 To { 
High o'er thoſe gliffa the raven wings his way; 15 Aon bak Firſt 
Hark how. he croaks I he {gents wy n „ And 
O may no greedy beak his viſage tear! / IF Whe 
Shield him, ye Cupids; 3 ſtrip the Paphian ae, | bs. And 
And ſtrow anfading myrile an,! —_ 
Down, Ngo. . . Ne! bash yds o ri Are 
(NN) i ; N11 Laux. mn e 5 Aid If ih 
— — The mount ale doe, mis % 
| -» Drown {1 115 1 ob Non, 
. abt trade on 7. a. v. 343 @ f A 9 Since 
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DIONE. 5 
Yet if thy friendſhip (till the cauſe requeſt ; n 
1 ſpeak; though ſorrow rend my lab ring breaſt. 
| Know then, fair ſhepherdeſs ; no honeſt ſwain | 
* Taught me the duties of the peaceful plain; 
VvVass'd to ſweet content, no flocks I keep, 
Nor browzing goats that overhang the ſteep. 
2 ; Born where Orchomenos proud turrets ſhine, 
li trace my birth from long illuſtrious line, 
Why was 1 train'd amidſt Arcadia's court ? 
Love ever revels-in that gay reſort, 
Whene'er Evander paſt, my ſmitten heart | 
Heav'd frequent ſighs, and felt unuſual ſmart. : 
Ah! had(t thou ſeen with what ſweet grace he moy'd! I 
Yet why that wiſh ? for Laura then had loy'd, + 


LAURA. 
Diſtruſt me not ;- thy ſecret wrongs impart, 
Dion. * 


Forgive the ſallies of a breakiog heart. 

Evander's ſighs his mutual flame confeſt; 

The growing paſſion labour'd in his breaſt; 

To me he came; my heart with rapture ſprung, 

To ſee the bluſhes, when his falt'ring tongue 

Firſt faid, I love. My eyes conſent reveal, x 

And plighted vows our faithful paſſion ſeal. 

Where's now the lovely youth? he's loſt, he's ſlain, 

And the pale corſe lies breathleſs on the plain! 
By LAURA. ons 

Are thus the hopes of conſtant lovers paid? | 

If thus—ye powers, from love defend the mad 
Dion. e 1s 

Now have twelve mornings warm'd the purple gaſt «@——— 

Since my dear hunter couz'd the tusky beaſt ; 

A 7 
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vs DIONE 
Swift flew-the foaming monſter thro* the wood, | + 
| Swift as the wind, his eager fleps purſu d: Ni Yet i 
1 Twas then the ſavage turn'd ; then fell the youth, Who 
And his dear blood diltan'd the barb'rous tooth. Hath 
| | Lavuka. W 
Was there none near ? no ready fs found? And « 
Nor healing herb to (taunch the ſpouting wound ? Whe 
Dioxs. My le 
in vain through pathleſs wood the hunters croſt, He k. 
And ſought with anxious eye their maſter lott; Evan 
In vain their frequent hollows echo'd ſhrill, He c: 
+ And his lov'd name was ſent from hill to hill; Clean 
Frander hears you not. he's loſt, he's ſlain, O cri 
And the pale eiſe lies breailileſs on the plain. I ſco1 
LAURA. 

Has yet no clown. (who, wandting from the way, How 

Beats ev'ry buſh to raiſe the lamb aſtray) 
Obſerv'd the fatal ſpot ? Thor 
| Drove; One 1 
— 0, if ye paſs And 
Where purple murder dy es the wither'd graſs, Softl) 
| * pious finger gently cloſe his eyes, Unba 
let his grave with decent vertlure-rife. -{Weeps. Here 
6 LAURA. Cloſe 
2 the Alle who has loſt her mate: Whe 
Awhile with dr6oping wing the mourns his fate, And 

Sullen, awhile ſhe ſeeks the darkeſt grove, 
And cooing meditates the murder'd dove; Witt 
But time the rueſul image wears away, Adv: 
Again ſhe's cheer'd, again ſhe ſeeks the day, Blacl 


\ Spare-then thy beauty, and no longer pine. 


DIONE. 
D10NE, 
Yet ſure ſome turtle's love has equall'd mine, 
Who, when the hawk has ſnatch'd her mate away, 
Hath never known the glad return of day. 
When my fond father ſaw my faded eye, 
And on my livid cheeks the roſes die 
When catching ſighs my waſted boſom mov'd, 
My looks, my ſighs confirm'd him that 1 lov'd. 
He knew not that Evander was my flame, 
Evander dead! my paſſion (till the ſame ! 
He came, he threaten'd ; with paternal ſway 
Cleanthes nam'd, and fix'd the nuptial day: 
O cruel kindneſs ! too ſeverely prelt ! 
I ſcorn his honours, and his wealth deteſt. 
Lux. 
How vain is force ! love ne'er can be compell'd, f 
Dioxk. 1 
Though bound by duty, yet my heart rebell'd. q 
One night, when fleep had huſh'd all buſy ſpies, 
And the pale moon had journey*d half the skies; 
Softly I roſe and dreſt ; with ſilent tread, | 
Unbarr'd the gates; and to theſe mountains fled. 
Here let me ſooth the melancholy hours ! 
Cloſe me, ye woods, within your twilight bow'rs ! 
Where my calm ſoul may ſettled ſorrow know, 
And no Cleanthes interrupt my woe 
[Melancholy muſic is heard at a diſtance, 
With importuning love — — On yonder plain 
Advances ſlow a melancholy train; 
Black cypreſs boughs their drooping heads adorn. 
LAURA, . 
Alas! Menalcas to his grave is born, 
A 2 
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ron. 
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y DIONE. 
Behold the victim of Parthenia's pride 


— Hie ſaw, he ſigh'd, he lov'd, was ſcorn'd and dy d- 


D1oxE, 
Where dwells this beauteous tyrant of the plains ? 
Where may I ſee her? 

LAURA. 

— —  —Ask the ſighing ſwains. 

They beſt can ſpeak the conqueſts of her eyes, 
Whoever ſees her, loves; who loves her, dies. 

D1oNE, 
Perhaps untimely fate her flame hath croſt, 


And ſhe, like me, hath her Evander loſt, 


How my ſoul pities her! 
LAURA, 

— — If pity move 
Your generous boſom, pity thoſe who love. 
There late arriv'd among our ſylvan race 
A ſtranger ſhepherd, who with lonely pace 


- Viſits thoſe mountain pines at dawn of day, 


Where oft” Parthenia takes her early way 
To rouze the chaſe ; mad with his am'rous pain, 
He ſtops and raves ; then ſullen walks again. 
Partheoia's name is born by paſhng gales, 
And talking hills repeat it to the dales. 
Come, let us from this vale of ſorrow go, 
Nor let the mouroful ſcene prolong thy woe. 
. — 


[Excunt, 
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DIONE. 


SCENE I. 


Shepherds and ſhepherdeſſes, (crown'd with gar lands 
of cypreſs and yew) bearing the body of Me xAr- 


CAS, 


1 SHEPHERD, 
Here gently reſt the corſe 
Thus ſpake Menalcas on the verge of death. 
* Belov'd Palemon, hear a dying friend: 
* See, where yon hills with craggy brows aſcend, 
Low in the valley where the mountain grows, 
* There firſt 1 ſaw her, there began my woes. 
When 1 am cold, may there this clay be laid; 
There often (trays the dear, the cruel maid, 
© There as ſhe walks, perhaps you'll hear her ſay, 
* (While a kind puſhing tear ſhall force its way) 
* How could my flubborn heart relentleſs prove? 
Ah poor Menalcas——all thy fault was love! 
2 SHEPHERD, 
When pitying lions o'er a carcaſe groan, a 
And hungry tygers bleeding kids bemoan; 
When the lean wolf laments the mangled ſheep; 
Then ſhall Parthenia o'er Menaclas weep, 
I SHEFHERD, 
When famiſh'd panthers ſeek their morning food, 
And monſters roar along the deſart wood 


* This and the following ſcene are form'd upon the novel 


of Marcella in Don Quixote, 


A 3 


with faltring breath 


„ DIONE. 
When hiſſing vipers ruſtle through the brake, 
Or in the path-way rears the ſpeckled ſnake ; 
The wary ſwain th” approaching peril ſpies, 
Ad through ſome diſtant road ſecurely flies, 
Fly then, ye ſwains, from beauty's ſurer wound; 
Such was the fate our poor Menalcas found! 
2 SHEPHERD, 
What ſhepherd does not mourn Menalcas ſlain ? 
Kill'd by a barbarous woman's proud diſdain ! 
Whoe'er attempts to bend her ſcornful mind, 
Cries to the defarts, and purſues the wind, 
I SHEPHERD, 
Wich ev'ry grace Menacles was endow'd, 
His merits dazled all the ſylvan croud, 
If you would know his pipe's melodious ſound, 
Aſk all the echoes of thoſe hills around, 
For they have learn'd his Itrains; who ſhall rehearſe 
The ſtreogth, the cadence of his tuneful verſe ? 
Go, read thoſe lofty poplars ; there you'll had 
Some tender ſonnet- grow on ev'ry rind. 
2 SHEPHERD, 
Yet what axails his fci}}? Parthenia flies. 
Can merit hope ſucceſs in woman's eyes ? 
I SHEPHERD, 
Why was Parthenia form'd of ſofteſt mold? 
Why does her heart ſuch ſavage nature hold? 
Q ye kind gods ! or afl her charms elface, 
Or tame het heart ſo ſpare the ſhepherd race, 
2 SHEPHERD, 
As fade the flowers which on the grave I call; 
50 may Parthenia's tranſient beauty waſte! 


D ION E. 1 
1 SHEPHERD, 8 

What woman ever counts the fleeting years, 
Or ſees the wrinkle which her forchead wears? 
Thinking her feature never ſhall decay, 
This ſwain ſhe ſcorns, from that ſhe turns away. 
But know, as u hen the roſe her bud unfolds, 
A while each breaſt the ſhort-liv'd fragrance holds: 
When the dry ſtalk lets drop her ſhrivell'd pride, 
The lovely ruin's ever thrown aſide. 
So ſhall Parthenia ve, 

2 SHEPHERD, 
—— — ee, ſhe appears, 
To boaſt her ſpoils, and triumph in our tears, 


. 
„ 


| 


SCENE il. 


Parthenia appears from the mountain; 


PAR THENIA. SHEPHERDS 


I SHEPHERD, 
Why this way doſt thoo turn thy baneful eres, > 
Pernicious bafilisk ? lo ! there he lies, 


There lies the youth thy curſed beauty ew; | 6 15 * 


See at thy preſence, how he bleeds anew ! - 
Look down, enjoy thy murder. 
PARTHENIAs 


— — —Spare my fame; 

come to clear a virgin's injur'd name. 

If 4'm a baſiſisk, the danger fly, | 

hun the ſwift glances of my venom'd eye: 
4 4 


2 
- 
- 
= 
| 
[ 


— — 
4 ——— — —— \% 
* ” - 


- 
F - * A T 
YO Gr A AA GAA. — I ET OY AO PO > 
«4a. 4 _ 


| | 
j 
- 
= 


_ —— — — end = 3 = E — — OO” — * 
= ; 
= I 


12 DIONE. | 
If Pm a murd'rer, why appraoch ye near, 
And to the dagger lay your boſom bare? 
1 SHEPHERD. 
What heart is proof againſt that face divine? 
Love is not in our power, 
 PARTHENIA, ' 
— Is love in mine ? 
if &er I trifled with a ſhepherd's pain, 
Or with falſe hope his paſſion (trove to gain; 
Then might you juſtly curſe my ſavage mind, . 
Then might you rank me with the ſerpent kind: 
But I neꝰ er trifled with a ſhepherd's pain, 
Nor with falſe hopes his paſſion ſtrove to gain; 
'Tis to his raſh purſuit he owes his fate, 
1 was not cruel ; he was obſtinate. 
I SHEPHERD, 
Hear this, ye ſighing ſhepherds, and deſpair, 
Unhappy Lycidas, thy hour is near ! 
Since the ſame barb'rous hand hath fign'd thy doom, 
We'll lay thee in our loy'd Menalcas' tomb. 
| PARTHENIA. 
Why will intruding man my peace deſtroy ? 
Let me content, and ſolitude enjoy; 
Free was I born, my freedom to maintain, 


Early 1 ſought the unambitious plain. 


Moſt women's weak reſolves like reeds will ply, 
Shake with each breath, and bend with ev'ry ſigh; 
Mine, like an oak, whoſe firm roots deep deſcend, 
No breath of love can ſhake, no ſigh can bend, 
if ye unhappy Lycidas would ſave ; | 

Go ſeek him, lead him to Menalcas' grave; 


Forbid h 
Lake aun 
Bid tum 
Tell hin 
And hea 
Pre vent 


Now all 


DIONE. 13 
Forbid his eyes with flowing grief to rain, 
Like him Menalcas wept; but wept in vain ; 
Bid him his heart-conſuming groans give o'er : 
Tell him, 1 heard ſuch piercing groans before, 
And heard unmov'd. O Lycidas be wile, 
Prevent thy fate,——Lo ! there Menalcas lies. 

I SHEPHERD. 
Now all the melancholy rites are paid, | 
And o'er his grave the weeping marble laid ; * 
Let's ſeek our charge; the flocks diſperſing wide, 
- Whiten with moving fleece the mountain's fide, 
Truſt not, ye ſwains, the lightning of her eye, 
Lelt ye, like him, ſhould love, deſpair, and dye, 
[Excunt Shepherds, &c. Parthenia remains 


in a melancholy poſture looking on the graye 
of Menalcas. 


Enter LyciDas. 


SCENE iv. | 
'LYCIDAS. PARTHENIA, 


LyYC1DAS, 
When ſhall my ſteps have reſt ? Through all the Sk 
And by the winding banks of Ladon's flood 
1 ſought my love. O ſay, ye skipping fawns, 
(Who range entangled ſhades and daiſy'd lawns) 
If ye have ſgen her! ſay ye warbling race, 
(Who meaſure on ſwift wing th' aerial ſpace, 
And view below hills, dales, and diſtant ſhores) 
Where ſhall I find her whom my ſoul adores ! 


DIONE, 


SCENE v. 


LYCI DAS. PARTHENIA. DIONE, 
[D1ioxs and LAURA at a diſtance 
LyciDaAs. 


What do I ſee? No. Fancy mocks my eyes, 
And bids the dear deluding viſion riſe. 
Tis ſhe, My ſpringing heart her preſence feels. 
See, FR Lycidas before thee kneels. 
[Kgeeliog to Parthenia. 
Why will Parthenia turn her face away ? 
PARTHENIA, 
Who calls Parthenia ? hah 1 
[She ſtarts from her melancholy ; and ſecing 
Lycidas, flies into the wood. 
LyCTDas. | 
Stay, virgin, ſlay, 
O \ wing my feet, kind love. See, ſee, ſhe bounds, 
Fleet as the mountain roe, when preſt by hounds, . 


—yͤ— — — 


[He _—_ her. Dione faints in the arms of Laura. 


| LAURA. 

What means this treſhbling? all her colour flies, 
And life is quite unſtrung. Ah 1 lift thy eyes, 
And anſwer me; ſpeak. ſpeak, 'tis Laura calls. 
Speech has forſook her lips. 
Fan her, ye Zephyrs, with your balmy breath, 
And bring her quickly from the ſhades of death: 
Blow, ye cool gales. See, fee, the foreſt ſhakes 


With coming winds ! ſhe breathes,ſhe moyes,ſhewakes 


She faints, ſhe falls. 


Ah falſ 


Say, wb 


Diſt tho 
Didſt th 
Didſt th 
Thus in 
And por 
Ard leſſ 
To kee 
Hear no 


Let not 
Some da 
I ſaw Pa 
And Ly 
Swift as 
And he: 
Why ſt. 


Oh! w 
Perjur'd 


Touch 


That at 


| { Whoſ 


NE. 
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Drour. N NY C00 ia: 
Ah falſe Evander !' "A 

8 93 
a — Calm thy ſobbitig breafl. 
Say, what new ſorrow las thy heart oppreſt. 
Dioxx. | 
Diſt thou not hear his ſighs and ſuppliant tone? 
Didſt thou not hear the pitying mountain prone ? 
Did(t thou not ſee him bend his ſuppliant knee: 
Thus in my happy days he knelt to me, 
And pour'd forth all his ſoul ! ſee how he ſtrains, 
And leſſens to the fight o'er yonder plains 
To keep the fair in view ! run, virgin, run, 
Hear not lys vows ; I heard, and was undone ! 
| | Laura. 
Let not imaginary terrors fright. 
Some dark deluſion ſwims before thy ſight. . 
I ſaw Parthenia from the mountain's brow, 
And Lycidas with proſtrate duty bow ; 
Swift as on falcon's wing, I ſaw her fly, 
And heard the cavern to his groans reply, 
Why ſtream thy tears for ſorrows not thy own? 
DIONEs 

Oh ! where are honour, faith, and juſtice flown ? 
Perjur'd Evander ! 


— * 


Luxx. 
— — — Death has laid him * 
Touch not © the meunſal ſtring that wakes thy woe. 
Dioxs. 
That am'rous ſwajn, whom. Lycidas you name, 
{ Whoſe faithlefs boſom ſeels another flame) 
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16  DLONE 

Is my once kind Evander yes twas he, 

He lives. But lives, alas ! no more for me. 

LAURA, [ 

Let not thy frantio words confeſs deſpair. 
Dion. 

What, know I not his voice, his mien, his air ? 

Yes, I that treach'roug voice with joy belie7'd, 

That voice, that mien, that air my ſoul deceiv'd, 

If my dear ſhepherd love the lawns and glades, 


With him I' range the lawns and ſeek the ſhades, 


With him through ſolitary deſarts rove. 
But could he leave me for another love ? 
O baſe ingratitude ! 
LAURAs* 

Suſpend thy. grief, 
And det my friendly counſel bring relief 
170 thy deſponding ſoul. parthenia s ear 
Is barr'd for ever to the loyer's prayer; 
Evander courts diſdain, he follows ſcorn, 
And in the paſſing winds his yows are born. 
Soon will he find that all in vain he ſtrove 
To tame her boſom ; then his former love 

Shall wake his ſpul, then will he ſighing blame 
His heart inconſtant, and his perjur'd flame : 
Then ſhall he at Dione's feet implore, | 
Lament his broken faith, and change no more. / 

Droxx. 

Perhaps this ervel nymph wellknows to feign 
Forbidding ſpeech, coy looks, and cold diſdam, 
To raiſe his paſſion, Such are female arts, 
To hold in fafer ſnares inconſtant hearts 


—— 
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5 YON E. 
8 a LAuxA. 


Parthenia's breat is feed with real Icom. 18 


D tons. . 
And doſt tha think Evander will return CY 

' Lava. | " 
Forgo thy ſex, lay all thy robes aſide, 5 : 
Strip off theſe ornaments of female pride; 
The ſhepherd's veſt muſt hide thy graceful air, 
With the bold manly ſtep a ſwain appear; 
Then with Evander may'ſt thou rove unknown, 
Then let thy tender eloquence be ſhown ; 
Then the new fury of his heart controul, 


And with Dione's ſufferings touch his foul, 


Dioxx. 
Sweet as refreſhing dews, or ſummer ſhowers 
To the Jong parching thirſt of drooping flowers; 
Grateful as fanning gales to fainting ſwains, 
And ſoſt as trickling balm to bleeding pains, 


- Such are thy words. The ſex ſhall be refign'd, 


No more ſhall breaded gold theſe treſſes bind; 
The ſhepherd's garb the woman ſhall diſguiſe. 
If he has loſt all love, may friendſhip's tyes 
Unite me to his heart ! 

| LAURA. 

— Go, proſp'rous maid, 

May ſmiling love thy faithful wiſhes aid. 

Be now Alexis call d. With thee I'll rove, 
And watch thy wand'rer thro' the mazy grove ; 
Let me be honour'd with a ſiſter's name; 

For thee, I feel a more than filter's flame, 


DIONE. 

Dios. 
Perhaps my ſhepherd has outſtript her haſte. 
Think ' ſi thou, when out of fight, ſhe flew ſo faſt ? 
One ſudden glance might turn her ſavage mind; 
May the like Daphne fly, nor look behin d, 
Maintain her ſcorn, his eager flame deſpiſe, 
Nor view Exander with Dione's eyes 


DIOo NE. "*" 


ACT IH. SCENE I. 
Lycidas lying on the grave of Menalcas. 


Lern 

* ſhall theſe ſcalding fountains pp jp 
flow ? 

How long will life ſuſtaia this load of woe: 
Why glows the.morn ? roll back, thou ſource of light, 
And feed my ſorrows with eternal night. 
Come, ſable death! give, give the welcome ſtroke; 
The raven calls thee from yon blaſted oak. 0 
What pious care my ghaſtful did ſhall cloſe ? 
What decent hand my frozen limbs compaſe ? 
O happy ſhepherd, free ſtom anxious pains, ' 
Who now.art\wandriag in the ſighing plains 
Of bleſt Elyſium; where in myrtle groves 
Fnamour'd ghoſts bemoan their former loves. 
Open, thou filent grave; for lo! I come 
To meet Menalcas in the fragrant ploom ; 
There ſhall my boſom burn with — dame, . 1 
The ſame our paſſion, and our fate the ſame ; 
There, like two nightingales on neighb'ring boughs, - 
Alternate ſtrains ſnall mourn our fruſtrate vo]mw. 
But if cold death ſhould cloſe Parthenia's eye, 
And ſhould her beauteous form come glitling by: 
Friendſtup would ſoon in jealous fear be loſt, 
And kindling hate purſue thy rival ghoſt. 


DIONE. 


. 


"SCENE I. 
LYCIDAS, DIONE io a ſhepherd's habit. 


Lycivas, 
Hah ! who comes here? turn hence, be timely wiſe ; 
Truſt not thy ſafety to Parthenia's eyes. 
As from the bearing faulcon flies the dove, 
So, wing'd with fear, Parthenia flies from love, 
Drone, 


If in theſe vales the fatal beauty ſtray, 


From the cold marble riſe ; let's haſte away, 


Why ly you panting, like the ſmitten deer? 

Truſt not the dangers which you bid me fear. 
LyC1iDAs, 

Bid the lur'd lark, whom tangling nets ſurprize, 

On ſoaring pinion rove the ſpacious skies; 

Bid the cag'd linnet range the leafy grove ; 

Then bid my captive heart get looſe from love, 

The ſnares of death are o'er me. Hence; beware; 

Leſt you ſhould fee her, and like me deſpair. 

Drone, 


No a and ſeek this vale's receſs ; 


In all the beauteous — of dreſs; 

Though Cupid ſend a ſhaft in ey'ry glance, 

Though all the graces in her ſtep advance, 

My heart can ſtand it all. Be firm, my breaſt ; 
Th' enſnaring oath, the broken vow deteſt: 
That flame, which other charms have pow'r to move, 
O give it not the ſacred name of love 


O tell 


Did h. 


* : 


L DIONE, 2 
Tis perjury, fraud, and meditated lies, | 
Love's ſeated in the ſoul, and never dies, 
What then avail her charms ? my cogſtant heart 
: Shall gaze ſecure und mou a ſecond dart, 
abit, LyctDas. 
But you perbaps a happier fate have found, 
And the ſame hand that gave, now heals the wound; 
Or art thou left abandon'd and forlorn, 
A wn. like me, the ſport of pride and ſcorn ? 
DIoNE, 
O tell me. ſhepherd, hath thy faithleſs maid 
Falſe to her vow thy flatter'd hope betray'd ? 
Did her ſmooth ſpeech engage thee to believe ? 
Did ſhe proteſt and ſwear, and then deceive ? 
Such are the pangs 1 feel! 
LYCIDAs, 
— The haughty fait 
— my ſuff rings, and diſdains to hear. 
Let meaner beauties learn'd in female ſnares 
Entice the ſwain with half · conſenting airs ; 
Such vulgar arts ne er aid her 'conqu'ring eyes, 
And yet, where - e er ſhe turns, a lover ſighs, 
Vain is the ſteady conſtancy you boalt ; 
All other love at ſight of her is loſt. 
Dioxs. 
True conſtancy no time, no power can move. 
He that hath known to change, ne'er knew to love. 
Though the dear author of my hapleſs flame 
Purſue another; ſtill my heart's the ſame, 
Am | for ever left ? (excuſe theſe tears) 
May your kind friendſhip foften all my cares 
Vol. Il. B 
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22 | DIONE, 


LyYC1DAS. 


What comfort can a wretch, like me, beſtow ? 


Dion. 

He beſt can pity who hath felt the woe. 

2280 LyC1DAS. 
Since diff*rent objecis have our ſouls poſſeſt, 
No rival fears our friendſhip ſhall moleſt. 
| DaoNE. | 
Come let us leave the ſhade of theſe brown hills, 
And drive our flocks beſide the ſteaming rills, 
Should the fair tyrant to theſe vales return, 
How would thy breaſt with double fury burn 


Go hence, and ſeek thy peace, 
| / 


SCENE III. 


LYCIDAS. DIONE, LAURA. 


LAURA. | 
FO —.— —Fly, fly this place; 
Beware of love; the proudeſt of her race 


- This way approaches : from among the pines, 


Where from the ſteep the winding path dfclines, 
I ſaw the nymph deſcend. | 
Lycos. 
| — oShe comes, ſhe comes; 
From her the paſling zephyrs ſteal perfumes, 
As from the vi'let's bank ; with odours ſweet 


Breathes ev'ry gale : ſpring blooms beneath her feet. 


Yes, tis my faireſt ; here ſhe's wont to rove. 


% 


bills, 
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LAURA., 
Say, by what ſigns I might have known thy love? 
LyYCIDAS. - ©, 


My love is faiter than the ſnowy breaſt, 

Of the tall ſwan, whoſe proudly-ſwelling cheſt 

Divides the wave ; her traces looſe behind, 

Play on her neck, and wanton in the wind ; 

The riſiag bluſhes, which her cheek o'er-ſpread, 

Are op'ning roſes in the lily's bed. 

Know'ſt thou Parthenia ? 
LAURA. 


$ * — — Wretched is the ſlave 


Who ſerves ſuch pride] behold Menalcas* grave! 

Yet if Alexis and this ſighing ſwain 

Wiſh to behold the tyrant of the plain, 

Let us behind theſe myrtles twining arms 

Retite unſeen ; from thence ſurvey her charms, 

Wild as the chanting thruſh upon the ſpray, 

At man's approach ſhe ſwftly flies, away. 

Like the young hare, I've ſeen the panting maid 

Stop, liſten, run; of ev'ry wind afraid, 
LyC1DAS, 

And wilt thou never from thy vows FREY ? 


Shepherd, beware———now fortify thy heart, 
[To Dione, 


[Lycidas, Dione, and Laura retire behind the 
boughs. 


DIONE. 


z SCENE W. 


PAR THENIA. LYCIDAS. DIONE. 


| LAURA. 


28 PARTHENIA. 
This melancholy ſcene demands a grone. 


Hah ! what inſcription marks this weeping ſtone ? - 


oO pow'r of beauty] here Menalcas lies, 
Ge not, ye ſhepherds, on Parthenia's eyes. 


Why did Heav'n form me with ſuch poliſh'd care 


Why calt my features in a mold fo fair? 
if blooming beauty was a bleſſing meant, 
Why are my ſighing hours deny'd content? 


The downy peach, that glows with funny dyes, 


Feeds the black ſnail, and lures voracious flies; 
The juicy pear invites the feather'd kind, 

And pecking finches ſcoop the golden rind; 

But beauty ſuffers more pernicious wrongs, 
Blaſted by envy, and cenſorious tongnes. 

How happy lives the nymph, whoſe comely face 
And pleaſing glances boaſt ſufficient grace 

To wound the ſwain ſhe loves! no jealous fears 


. Shall vex ber nuptial ſtate with nightly tears, 
Nor am'rous youths, to puſh their foul pretence, 


Iofeſt her days with dull impertinence, 
But why talk I of love? my guarded heart 
Diſowns his pow'r, and turns aſide the datt. 


| DIONE. 25 
Hark ! from his hollow tomb Meanalcas cries, 
Gaze not, ye ſhepherds, on Parthenia's eyes.” 
Come, Lycidas, the mournful lay peruſe, 
a Leſt thou, like him Parthenia's eyes accuſe. 
E. [She ſtands in a melancholy poſture looking on 
the tomb, 
LYCI1DAS. 
Call'd ſhe not Lycidas ?——1 come, my fair; 
See gen'rous pity melts into a tear, 
And her heart ſoftens. Now's the tender hour, 
Aſſiſt me, love, exert thy fov'reign power 
To tame the ſcornful maid : BY: =. 
D1ONE, ins 

ach ſwain, be wiſe: N 
is not from thee or him, from love ſhe flies. . 
Leave her, forget her. Ter dey hold Lycidas. 

LuARA. 
— — Why this furious haſte ? 
| LYC1DAS, 

Unhand me; looſe me. 


Dons. bl 
—— iter, bold him faſt, | 1 
To follow her, is, to prolong deſpair, | | 
| N 
| 


—_— you mult not go, 
: LYCIDAS, : 
— — Bold youth forbear. | „ 
Hear me, Parthenia. | | 
. | PARTHENTA. | l L | 
—Fro behind the ſhade 
Methought a voice ſome lilt'ning ſpy betray'd: 
1 Ves, I'm obſerv'd. [She runs out, 


*/ 


* DION E. 

. LyC1DAS., 
—Stay, nymph ; thy flight falpend', * 
She hears me not— when will my ſorrows end! 
As over-ſpent with toil, my heaving brea(l 
Beats quick. *Tis death alone can give me reſt. 


[He remains in a fixt melancholy. 


SCENE v. 


'LYCIDAS; DIONE. LAURA. 


LAURA, 
Recall thy ſcatter'd ſenſe, bid reaſon wake, 
Subdue thy paſſion. 
12 882 Lycipas. 

Shall I never peak ? 
She's S gone, ſhe's*gone—kind ſhepherd, let me reſt 
My troubled head upon thy friendly breaſt. . 
The foreſt ſeems to move, curſed ſtate ! 
I doom'd to love, and ſhe condemn'd to hate! 
Tell me, Alexis, art thou (till the ſame ? 
Did not her brighter eyes put out the flame 
Of thy firſt love ? did not thy flutt'ring heart, 
- Whene'er ſhe rais'd her look, confeſs the dart? 
| Dions. 
I own the nymph is faireſt of her race, 
Yet I unmov'd can on this beauty gaze, 
Mindful of former promiſe ; all that's dear, 
My thoughts, my dreams; my ev'ry wiſh is there, 
Since then our hopes are loſt ; let friendſhip's tye 
Calm our diſtreſs, and flighted love ſupply.; 
Let us together drive our fleecy ſtore, & 

And of ungrateful woman think no more, 
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| LyC1DAS, 3 

"Tis death alone can raze her from my breaſt, 
LAURA. 

Why ſhines thy love * far above the reſt? 

Nature, *tis true, in ev ry ontward grace, 

Her niceſt hand employ d; her lovely face 

With beauteous feature ſtampt; with roſy dyes 


Warm' d her fair cheek ; with lightning arm d her eyes: 


But if thou ſearch the dere of her mind. 
Where ſhall thy cheated foul a virtue undd? 


Sure hell with cruelty her breaſt ſupply . 


How did ſhe glory when Menalcas dy d! L 
Pride in her boſom reigns ; ſhe's falſe, ſhe's van; 
She firlt entices, then inſults the ſwain; 
Shall fmale cunning lead thy heart aftray ? 
ne be free; and ſcorn for ſcorn repay. 


< LyCIDAS. 
How woman talks of woman 
2 DiONE, 


Let a long abſence cure cure thy love-ſick heart. 
To ſome far grove retire, her ſight diſclaim, 
Nor with her charms awake'the dying flame. 
Let not an hour thy happy flight ſuſpend ; 
But go not, Lycidas, without thy friend, 
Together let us ſeek the chearful plains, 


And lead the dance among the ſportive ſwains, 


De void of care. 
RY | Lavna, 
_— nate Or elſe the * Br diſdain, 
Nor with the "RY walk indulge thy baia. noch 
* B 4 . | * 


28 D ION. 
Haſte to the town ; there (I have been oft told) 
The courtly nymph her trefſes binds with gold, 
Td captivate the youths ; the youths appear 
n fine array; in ringlets waves their hair 
Rich with ambroſial ſcents, the fair to move, 
And all the buſineſs of the day is love. 
There from the gaudy train ſelect a dame, 
Her willing glance ſhall catch an equal flame. 
5 .  Lycinas. 
Name gt the court. The thought my ſoul confounds, 
And with Dione's wrongs my boſom wounds. 
Heav'n juſtly vindicates the faitful maid ; 
And now are all my broken vows repaid. 
Perhaps ſhe now laments my fancy'd death 
With tears uafeign'd ; and thinks my gaſping breath 
Sigh'd forth her name. O guilt, no more upbraid ! 
Yes, I fond innoceace and truth betray'd. [Afide, 


[Dione and Laura apart? 


Dion. 
Hark how reflection wakes his conſcious heart. 
From my pale lids the trickling ſorrous (tart ; 
How ſhall my breaſt the ſwelling, ſighs conkine ! | 
LAURA.. 
0 ſmooth thy brow, conceal our juſt deſign : 
Be yer a while unknown, If grief ariſe, 
And force a paſſage through thy guſhing eyes. 
Quickly retire, thy ſorrows to compoſe 
Or with a look ferene diſguiſe thy woes. 


[Diope &, 29i09g out. Laura walks at a canes, 


LYCIDAS, 
Can't thou, Alexis, leave me thus diſtreſt? 
Where's now the boaſted friendſhip of thy breaſt ? 


* 


ſt? 


Know then, Alexis, that in vain I ſtrove 


DIONE; 
Haſt thou not oft' ſarvey'd the dappled deer 
In ſocial herds o'er-ſpread the paſtures fair, 
When op'ning hounds the warmer ſcent purſue, 
And force the deſtin'd victim from the crew, 
Oft' he returns, and fain would join the band, 
While all their horas the panting wretch withſtand ? 
Such is thy friendſhip ; thus might I confide. 
D1one. f 
Why wilt thou cenſure what thou ne'er haſt try'd ? 
Sooner ſhall ſwallows leave their callow broad, 
Who with their plaintive chirpings cry for food ; 
Sooner ſhall hens expoſe their infant care, 
When the ſpread kite fails wheeling in the air, 
Than 1 forſake thee wheg by danger preſt; 
Wrong not by jealous fears a faithful breaſt, 
LyciDAs, 
If thy fair-fpoken tongue thy boſom ſhows, 
There let the ſecrets of my ſoul repoſe. | 
| D1oNE. 
Far be ſuſpicion ; in my truth conſide, 9 
O let my heart thy load of cares divide Il 
| Lyc1DAs. | if 


| 

| 
To break her chain, and free my ſoul from love ; ö 
On the lim'd twig thus finches beat their wings, ſ 
Still more entangled in the clammy ſtrings. 1! 
The ſflow-pac'd days have witneſs d my deſpair, | 
Upon my weary couch fits wakeful care | | 
Down my fluſh'd cheek the flowing ſorrows run, 1 
As dews deſcend to weep the abſent ſun, 
O Joſt Parthenia | 


— — — — — — — 


30 DIONE. 
Dion. 


And in thy kind commands inſtruct thy friend. 
LyciDdas. 


Whene'er my faltring tongue would urge my cauſe, 


Deaf is her ear, and ſullen ſhe withdraws. 

Go then, Alexis, ſeck the ſcornful maid, 

In tender eloquence my ſuff” rings plead ; 

Of lighted paſſion you the pangs have known; 
O o my ſecret anguiſh by your own ! 

Dioxx. 

Had I the skill inconſtant hearts to move, 
My longing ſoul had never loſt my love. 


My feeble tongue, in theſe ſoft arts untry'd, 


Can ill ſupport the thunder of her pride; 

When ſhe ſhall bid me t6 thy bower repair, 

How ſhall my trembliog lips her threats declarel 

He ſhall I tell thee, that ſhe could behold, 

With brow ſerene, thy corſe all pale and cold 

Beat on the daſhing billow ! ſhouldſt thou go 

Where the tall hill o'er-hangs the rocks below, 

Near thee thy tyrant could unpitying ſtand, 

Nor call thee back, nor ſtretch a ſaving hand, 

Wilt thou then till perſiſt to tempt thy fate, 

To feed her pride and gratify her hate? 
LyC1DAS, 

Know, unexperierc'd youth, that woman's mind 

Oft' ſhifts her paſſions, like the inconſtant wind; 

Sudden ſhe rages, like the troubled main, 

Now ſinks the ſtorm, and all is calm again. 

Watch the kind moment, then my wrongs impart, 

— the ſoft tale ſhall glide into her heart, 


Theſe wild thoughts ſuſpend ; 


e, 
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| DioxE. 
No. Let her wander in che lonely grove, 


And never hear the tender voice ot love. 


Let her a while, neglected by the twain, 
Pals Cy, nor lighs molelt the cheartul plain; 
Thus 1nall tne fury of her pride be lad; 
Thus awnbie into love the haughty maid, 
Lycibas. 
Vain are attempts my pathon to controul. 
Is this the baim to cure my fainting joul ? 
Dion. 

Deep chen among the green wood ſhades Ill rove, 
Aud icek wity"weary'd' pace thy wander'd love; 
Proitrate Ulf tall, ad with inceſſant prayers 
Hang on her knees, and bathe her feet with tears; 
If lighs of pity can her ear ancline, 
(O Lycidas, my lite is wrapt in thine !) 

be Aſide, 
In charge her from thy voice to hear the tale, 
Thy voice more ſweet than nates along the vale 
Breath'd from the warbling pipe : the moving (train 
Shall itay her flight, and conquer her diſdain. 
Yet if ſhe hear; ſhould love the meſſage ſpeed, 
Then dies all hope; — then mult Dione bleed. 


[Afide, 


LYCIDAS, 


Haſte then, dear faithful, ſwain. Beneath thoſe yews 


Whoſe ſable arms the brownelt ſhade diffuſe, 
Where all around, to ſhun the fervent sky, 
The panting flocks in ferny thickets lie; 
There with impatience ſhall 1 wait my friend, 


O'er the wide proſpect frequent glances fend 
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32 DIONE. 
To ſpy thy wiſh'd return. As thou ſhalt find 
A tender welcome, may thy love be kind ! 

[Ex, Lycidas. 


SCENE VI. 


DIONE. LAURA. 


| | Dons. 

Methioks I'm now ſurrounded by deſpair, 

And all my with'ring hopes are loſt in air. 

Thus the young linnet on the rocking bough 

Hears through long woods autumnal tempeſts blow, 
With hollow blaſts the claſhing branches bend, 
And yellow ſhow'rs of ruſtling leaves deſcend : 

She ſees the friendly ſhelter from her fly, 

Nor dare her little pinions truſt the sky; 
But on the naked ſpray and wintry air, | 
All ſhiv'ring, hopeleſs, mourns the dying year, 
What have I promis'd ? raſh, unthinking maid ! * 
© By thy own tongue thy wiſhes are betray'd | 
[Laura advances, 


- 


Luk. 
Why walk'ſt thou thus diſturb'd with fantic air? 
Why roll thy eyes with madneſs and deſpair ? 

D1onEe, 
How wilt thou bear to ſee her pride give way ? 
When thus the yielding nymph (hall bid thee ſay, 
Let not the ſhepherd ſeek the ſilent grave, 
* Say, that 1 bid him live, —lf hope can fave. 
LAURA. 
Hath he Kſcers's thee through the ſwain's 40. 
And now alike thy love and ſriendſhip flies? 


[Muſing. 
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DroNE, 
Yes, Firm and faithful to the promiſe made, 
VII range each ſunny hill, each lawn and glade. 
LAURA. 
'Tis Laura ſpeaks. O calm your troubled mind, 
Dioxx. 
Where ſhall my ſearch this envy'd beauty find ? 
I'll go, my faithleſs ſhepherd's cauſe to plead, 
And with my tears accuſe the rival maid. 
Yet, ſhould her ſoften'd heart to love incline ! 
LAURA. | 
If thoſe are all iy fears; Evander's thine. 
»— Drone. 
Why ſhould we.both in forrow waſte our days? 
If love unfeign'd my conſtant boſom ſways, 
His happineſs alone is all I prize, 
And that is center'd in Parthenia's eyes. 
Haſte then, with earneft zeal her love implore, 
To bleſs his hours; —when thou ſhalt breathe no more: 


DIONE. 


ACT m. SCENE I. 


Dioxs lying on the ground by the fide of a fountain, 


| DioNE. 

ERE let me reſt, and in the liquid glaſs 

View with impartial look my fading face, 
Why are Parthenia's ſtriking beauties priz'd ? 
And why Dione's weaker glance deſpis'd ? 
Nature in various molds has beauty caſt, 
And form'd the feature for each different taſte ; 
This fighs for golden locks and azwe eyes; 
That, for the gloſs of ſable treſſes, dies. 
Let all mankind theſe locks, theſe eyes deteſt, _ 
So I were lovely in Evander's breaſt ! 
When o'er.the garden's knot we caſt our view, 
While ſummer paints the ground with various hue ; 
Some praiſe the gaudy tulip's ſtreaky red, 
And ſome the filver lily's bending head; 
Some the junquil in ſhining ye!low dreſt, 
And ſome the tring'd carnation's varied veſt ; 
Some love the {ober vi'Jet's purple dyes, 
Thus beauty fares in diff rent lovers eyes. 
But bright Parthenia like the roſe appears, 
She in all eyes ſuperior luſtre bears. 
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DIONE, 


SCENE II. 


fountain, DIONE. 


* 


LAURA. 


LAURA. 
8 Why thus beneath the ſilver willow laid, 
de. Weeps fair Dione in the penſive ſhade ? 
: Haſt thou yet found the overarching bower, 
Which guards Parthenia from the ſultry hour? 
b Dione. 
ez With weary ſtep in paths unknown | ſtray'd, 
And ſought in vain the ſolitary maid. 
LAURA. 
=P Seeſt thou the waving tops of yonder woods, 
Whoſe aged arms imbrown the cooling floods 
W The cooling floods o'er breaking pebbles flow, 
; hue; And waſh the ſoil from the big roots below 


From the tall rock the daſhing waters bound, 

Hark, o'er the fields the ruſhing billows found ! 

There, loſt in thought, and leaning on her crook, 

Stood the ſad nymph, nor rais'd her penſive look; 

With ſettled eye the bubbling waves ſurvey'd, 

And watch'd the whirling eddies, as they play d. 
DIONE, 

Thither to know my certain doom I ſpeed, 

For by this ſentence life or death's decreed. Exit. 


— 


DIONE, 


SCENE III. 


LAURA CLEANTHES. 


Lauka, 
But ſee ! ſome haſty ſtranger bends this way; 
His broider'd veſt reflects the ſunny ray: 
Now through the thinner boughs I mark his mien, 
Now veil'd, in thicker ſhades he moves unſeen, 
Hither he turns ; I hear a muttering ſound ; 
Behind this rev'rend oak with ivy bound 
Quick I'll retire ; with buſy thought poſſeſt, 
His tongue betrays the ſecrets of his breaſt, - 

[She hides herſelf, 


CLEANTHES. . 
The skilful hunter with experienc'd care 
Traces the doublings of the circling hare ; 
The ſubtle fox, (who breathes the weary hound: 
O'er hills and plains) io diſtant brakes is found; 
With eaſe we tract ſwift hinds and skipping toes, 
But who th' inconſtant ways of woman knows ? 
They ſay, ſhe wanders with the ſylvan train, 
And courts the native freedoms of the plain; 
Shepherds explain their wifh without offence, 
Nor bluſh the nymphs ;—for love is innocence. 
O lead me where the rural youth retreat, 
Where the ſlope hills the warbling voice repeat, 
Perhaps on daiſy'd turf reclines the maid, 
And near her ſide ſome rival clown is laid, 
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DION E. | 37 
Yet, yet I love her 0 loſt nymph return, | 
Let not thy fire with tears inceſſant mourn 
Return, loſt nymph ; bid ſorrow ceaſe to flow, 
And let Dione glad the houſe of woe. 

LAURA. 

Call'd he not loft Dione ? hence Ill ſtart, 
Croſs his low ſteps, and ſift his op'ning heart. [Afide, 

CLEANTHES, 
Tell me, fair nymph, dire& my wand'ring way; 
Where, in cloſe bowers, to ſhun the ſultry ray, 
Repoſe the ſwains ; whoſe flocks with bleating fill 
The bord'ring foreſt, ard the thymy hill, 
But if thou frequent join thoſe ſylvan bands, 
Thyſelf can anſwer what my ſoul demands. 

| LAURA, 

Seven years I trod theſe fields, theſe bowers and glades, 
And by the lefs'ning and the length'ning ſhades, 
Have mark'd the hours; what time my flock to lead 
To ſunny mountains, or the watry mead : 
Train'd in the labours of the ſylvan crew, 
Their ſports, retreats, their cares and loves I knew. 

CLEANTHES, 
Iaſtru& me then, if late among your race, 
A ſtranger nymph is found, of noble grace, 
fn rural arts unſkill'd, no charge ſhe tends : 
Nor when the morn and ev ding dew deſcends 
Milks the big · udder d ewe. Her mien and dreſs 
The poliſh'd manners of the court confels, 

LAURA. 
Each day arrive the neighb'ring nymphs and ſwains 
To ſhare the paſtime of our joyial plains ; 
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How can I there thy roving beauty trace, 
Where not one nymph is bred of vulgar race? 
CLEANTHES, 
If yet ſhe breathe, what tortures muſt ſhe find | 
The curſe of diſobedience tears her mind. 
Heer your breaſt with filial duty burn'd, 
If e' er you ſorrow'd when a parent mourn'd ; 
Tell her, I charge you, with inceſſant groans 
Her drooping fire his abſent child bemoans. 
LAURA, 
Unhappy man 
CLEANTHES, 
n —— ich forms of paſſion toſt, 
When firit he learnt his vagrant child was lolt, 
On the cold floor his trembling limbs he flung, 
And with thick blows his hollow boſom rang ; 
Then up he ſtarted, and with fixt ſurpriſe, 
Upon her picture threw his frantic eyes, 


While thus he cry'd. la her my life was bound, 


Warm in each feature is her mother found! 

Perhaps deſpair has been her fatal guide, 

* And ndw ſhe floats upon the weeping tide; 

* Or on the willow hung, with head reclin'd, 

* All pale and cold ſhe wavers in the wind, 

* Did not I force her hence by harſh commands ? 

Did not her ſoul abhor the nuptial bands? 

LAURA. 

Teach not, ye ſires, your daughters to rebel, 

By counſel rein their wills, but ne'er compel, 
 CLEANTHES, 

Ye duteous daughters, truſt theſe tender guides; 

Nor think a parent's breaſt the tyrant hides, 
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LAURA. 


From either lid the ſcalding ſorrows roll; 

The moving tale runs thrilling to my ſoul. 
CLEANTHES» 

Perhaps ſhe wanders in the lonely woods, 

Or on the ſedgy borders of the floods ; 

Thou knowꝰſt each cottage, foreſt, hill and vale, 

And pebbled brook that winds along the dale. 

Search each ſequeſter'd dell to find the fair; 

And jult reward ſhall gratify thy care, 
LAURA. : 

O ye kind boughs protect the virgin's flight, 

And guard Dione from his prying ſight ! Exit, 
CLEANTHES, 

Mean while VII ſeek the ſhepherds cool abodes, 

Point me, fair nymph, along theſe doubtful roads, 

LAaUkA. 

Seeſt thou yon' mountain rear his ſhaggy brow ? 

In the green valley graze the flocks below : 

There ev'ry gale with wardling muſic floats, 

Shade anſwers ſhade, and breathes alternate notes. 

[ Exit Cleanthes, 

He's gone; and to the diſtant vales is ſent, 

Nor ſhall his force Dione's love prevent. 

But ſee, ſhe comes again with haſty pace, 

And conſcious pleaſure dimples on her face, - 
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LAURA. DIONE. 


Dion. 
I found her laid beſide the cryſtal brook, 
Nor rais'd ſhe from the ſtream her ſettled look, 
Till near fide I ſtood ; her head ſhe rears, 
Starts ſudden, and her ſhricks confeſs her fears. 
LAURA. 
Did not thy words her thoughtful ſoul ſurprize, 
And kindle ſparkling anger in her eyes? 
Dione. | 
Thus ſhe reply'd, with rage and ſcorn poſſeſt. 
* Will importuning love ne'er give me relt ? 
Why am I thus in deſarts wild purſued, 
Like guilty conſciences when ſtain'd with blood? 
* Sure boding ravens from the blaſted oak, 
© Shall learn the name of Lycidas to croak, 
To ſound it in my ears! as ſwains paſs by, 
* With look aſkance, they ſhake their heads and cry, 
* Lo! this is ſhe for whom the ſhepherd dy'd ! 
* Soon Lycidas, a victim to her pride, 


© Shall ſeck the grave; and in the glimm ring glade, 


© With look all pale, ſhall glide the reſtleſs ſhade 
Of the poor ſwain ; while we with haggard eye 
And briſted hair the fleeting phantom fly. 
Still let their curſes innocence upbraid : 

Hear n never will forſake the virtuous maid, 
| "DAURA, 
Didlt thou a perſiſt to touch her haughty breaſt! 
: Dion. 

She ſtill the more diſdain'd, the more 1 preſt. 


DIONE. 41 
LAURA. 
When you were gone, theſe walks a ſtranger croſt, 
He turn'd through ev'ry path, and wander'd loſt; 
To me he came ; with courteous ipeech demands 
Beneath what bowers repos'd the ſhepherd bands 
Then further asks me, if among that race 
A ſhepherdeſs was found of courtly grace ; 
With profer'd bribes my faithful tongue eſſays; 
But for no bribe the faithful tongue betrays. 
In me Dione's ſafe. Far hence he ſpeeds, 
Where other hills reſound with other reeds, 
| Drone. 
Should he come back; ſuſpicion's jealous eyes 
Might trace my feature through the ſwain's diſguiſe. 
Now ev'ry noiſe and whiſtling wind 1 dread, | 
And in each ſound approaches human tread. 
LAuxA. 
He ſaid, he left your houſe involv'd in cates, 
Sighs ſwell'd each breaſt, each eye o'erflow'd with 
For his loſt child thy penſive father mourns, tears; 
And ſunk in ſorrow to the duſt returns, | 
Go back, obedient daughter ; hence depart, 
And (till the ſighs that tear his anxious heart. 
Soon ſhall Evander, wearied with diſdain, 
Forego theſe fields, and ſeek the town again. 
Dion. 
Think, Laura, what thy haſty thoughts perſuade, 
If I return, to love a victim made, 
My wrathful fire will force his harſh command, 
And with Cleanthes join my trembling hand, 
LAURA. 
Truſt a fond father; raiſe him from deſpair, 
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PS ; D1oNne. 
I fly not him; I fly a life of care. 
On the high nuptials of the court look round; 
Where ſhall; alas, one happy pair be found ! 
There marriage is for ſervile int'reſt ſought : 
45 love for wealth or power or title bought? 
Tis hence domeſtic jars their peace deſtroy, 
And looſe adult'ry ſteals the ſhameful joy. 
But ſearch we wide o'er all the bliſsful plains, 
Where love alone, devoid of int'reſt, reigns. 
What concord in each happy pair appears 
How fondneſs (trengthens with the rolling years ! 
Superior power ne'er thwarts their ſoft delights, 
Nor jealous acculations wake their nights, 
| LAURA. 
May all thoſe bleſſings on Dione fall. 
D1iONE, 
Grant me Evander, and I ſhare them all, 
Shall a fond parent give perpetual ſtrife, 
And doom his child to be a wretch tor life ? 


Though he bequeath'd me all theſe woods and plains, 


And all the flocks the ruſſet down contains; 
With all the golden harveſts of the year, 
Far as where yonder purple mountains rear ; 
Can theſe the broils of nuptial life prevent ? 
Can theſe, without Evander, give content? 
But ſce he comes, 

LAURA. 
— I'll to the vales repair, 
* Where wanders by the ſtream my fleecy care. 
May'ſt thou the rage of this new flame controul, 


And wake Dione in his tender ſoul ! [Ex, Evra. 
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DIONE..LYCIDAS, 


- LyC1DASs | j 

. R / 
Say, my Alexis, can thy words impart / ö 
Kind rays of hope to chear a doubtful heart? bz q 


How didſt thou firſt my pangs of love dilcloſe ? 

Did her diſdainful brow confirm my woes? 

Or did ſoft pity in her boſom riſe, 

Heave on her brealt, and languiſh in her eyes? 
D1oNE. 

How ſhall my tongue the falt'ring tale explain 


My heart drops blood to give the ſhepherd pain, 4 


LyYCIDAS. | * | 
Pronounce her utmoſt ſcora; 1 come prepar'd 1 
To meet my doom. Say, is my death declar'd ? 
| Dioxx. 


Why ſhould thy fate depend on woman's will ? 
Forget this tyrant, and be happy (till. 

LYC1DAS, 
Didſt thou beſeech her not to ſpeed her flight, 
Nor ſhun with wratbful glance my hated fight ? 
Will ſhe conſent my ſighing plaint to hear, 
Nor let my piercing crics be loſt in air ! | 

DiovE, EX 1 
Can mariners appeaſe the toſſing ſtorm, 
When foaming waves the yawning deep deform? 
When o'er the ſable cloud the thunder ſhes, 
Say, who ſhall calm the terror of the skies ? 
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Who ſhall the lion's famiſh'd roar aſſwage; Thou; 
And can we (till proud woman's ſtronger rage? And f 
Soon as my faithful tongue pronounc'd thy name, Thou 
Sudden her glances ſhot reſentful flame : And n 
Be dumb, ſhe cries, this whining love give o'er, Yet w 
And vex me with the teazing theme no more. How ' 
LYCIDAS. If to | 
'Tis pride alone that keeps alive her ſcorn, What 
On the mean ſwain in humble cottage born, 
Can poverty that haughty heart obtain Conqt 
Where avarice and ſtrong ambition reign ? And} 
If poverty paſs by in tatter'd coat, 
Curs vex his heels and ſtretch their barking throat ; I kno' 
If chance he mingle in the female croud, Direc 
Pride toffes high her head, ſcorn laughs aloud ; Still | 
Each nymph turns from him to her gay gallant, Once 
And wonders at the impudence of want. Tell 
Tis vanity that rules all woman-kind, No cl 
Love is the weakeſt paſſion of their mind. Tell 
D1oNE. For | 
Though one is by thoſe ſervile views poſſeſt, My I 
O Lycidas, condemn not all the reſt, : And 
LYCiDAS, 
Though I were bent beneath a load of years, Love 
And ſeventy winters thin'd my hoary hairs; Gold 


Yet if my olive branches dropt with oil, 

And crook'd ſhares were brighten'd in my foil, 

If lowing herds my fat'ning meads poſſeſt, 

And my white fleece the tawny mountain dreſt ; 
Then would ſhe lure me with love · darting glance, 
Then with fond mercenary ſmiles advance, 
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DION E. 45 
Though hell with ev'ry vice my ſoul had ſtain'd, 
And froward anger in my boſom reign'd, 9 
Though avarice my coffers cloath'd in ruſt, | | 
And my joints trembled with enfeebled Juſt ; 
Yet were my antient name with titles great, 
How would ſhe languiſh for the gaudy bait ! 
If to her love all-tempting wealth pretend, 
What virtuous woman can her heart defend ? ; 
D1oNE, 1 
Conqueſts, thus meanly bought, men ſoon deſpiſe, 
And juſtly flight the mercenary prize. 
LYC1DAS, 
I know theſe frailties in her breaſt reſide, 
Direct her glance and ev'ry action guide, 
Still let Alexis' faithful friendſhip aid, 
Once more attempt to bend the ſtubborn maid. 
Tell her, no,baſe-born ſwain provokes her ſcorn, 
No clown, beneath the ſedgy cottage born; 
Tell her, for her this ſylvan dreſs I took, 
For her my name and pomp of courts forſook ; 
My lofty roofs with golden ſculpture ſhine, 
And my high birth deſcends from antient line, 
Dioxs. 
Love is a ſacred voluntary fire, 
Gold never bought that pure, that chaſte deſire. 
Who thinks true love for lucre to poſſeſs, 
Shall graſp falſe flatt'ry and the feign'd careſs; 
Can we believe that mean, that ſervile wife, 
Who vilely ſells her dear-bought love for life, 
* Would not her virtue for an hour reſign, 
If in her ſight the profer'd treaſure ſhine ? 
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46 DION E. 

LYCiDAS, 
Can feafon (when by winds ſwitt fires are born 
O'er waving harveſts of autumnal corn) 


The driving fury of the flame reprove ? 


Who then ſhall reaſon with a heart in love? 
D1ONE. 

Yet let me ſpeak; O may my words perſuade 
The noble youth, to quit this ſylvan maid ! 
Reſign thy crook, no more to plains reſort, 
Look round on all the beauties of the court ; 
There ſhall thy merit find a worthy flame, 
Some nymph of equal wealth and equal name. 
Think, if theſe offers ſhould thy wiſh ob tain, 
And ſhould the ruſtic beauty ſtoop to gain; 
Thy heart could ne'er prolong th' unequal fire, 
The ſudden blaze would in one year expire; 
Then thy raſh folly thou too late ſhall chide, 
To poverty and baſe born blood allay'd ; 

Her vulgar tongue ſhall animate the (trife, 

And hourly diſcord vex thy future life, 

| LycrDAS. 

Such is the force thy faithful hours impart, 
That like the galling goad they pierce my heart, 
You thiok fair virtue in my breaſt reſides, 
That honeſt truth my lips and actions guides, 
Deluded ſhepherd, could you view my ſoul, 
You'd lee it with deceit and treach'ry foul ? 
I'm baſe, perſidious. Ere from court I cathe, 
Love ſingled from the train a beauteous dame; 
The tender maid my fervent vous behev'd, 
My fervent vows the tender maid deceiv'd, 


DIO NE. | 47 
Why doſt thou tremble ?—why thus heave thy ſighs ? | 
Why teal the fileat ſorrows from thy eyes? + f 
D1ONE, 1 
Sure the ſoft lamb hides rage within his breaſt, | 
And cooing turtles are with hate poſſeſt; 8 
When from ſo ſweet a tongue flow fraud and lies, | 
And thoſe meek looks a perjur'd heart diſguiſe, | 
Ah! who ſhall now on faithleſs man depend? l 
The treach'rous loyer proves as falſe a friend. 
LYC1DAS, 
When with Dione's love my boſom glow'd, | | 
Firm conſtancy and truth lincere I bow'd ; 
But ſince Parthenia's brighter charms were known, 
My love, my conſtancy and truth are flown, | 
Dioxx. | | | 
Are not thy hours with conſcious anguiſh flung ? [| 
Swift vengeance mult o'ertake the perjur'd tongue, 
The gads the cauſe of injur'd love aſſert, 
And arm with ſtubborn pride Parthenia's heart. 
LYCIDAS, 
Go, try her; tempt her with my birth and ſtate, 
Stronger ambition will ſubdue her hate. 
D1oxE. 
O rather turn thy thoughts on that loſt maid, 
Whoſe hourly ſighs thy faithlefs oath upbraid 1 
Think you behold ber at the dead of vight, * 


Plac'd by the glimm'ring taper's paly light, 

With all your letters ſpread before her view, 
While trickling tears, the tender lines bedew; 9 | 
Sobbing ſhe reads the perj'ries o'er and o'er, 1 
Ard her long nights know peaceful ſleep no more. 
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LYCIDAS» 
Let me forget her. | 
D1oNE. - 
1 O falſe youth, relent ; 


Think ſhould Parthenia to thy hopes conſent ; 
When Hymen joins your hands, and muſic's voice 
Makes the glad echoes of thy domes rejoice, 
Then ſhall Dione force the crouded hall, 
Kneel at thy feet and loud for juſtice call; 
Could you behold her weltring on the ground, 
The purple dagger reeking from the wound? 
Could you unmov'd this dreadful fight ſurvey ? 
Such fatal ſcenes ſhall ſtain thy bridal day. 
Lyc1iDas. 
The, horrid thought ſinks deep into my foul, 
Aud down my cheek unwilling ſorrows roll. 
DIONE. 


From this new flame you may as yet recede, 


Or have you doom'd that guiltleſs maid ſhall bleed ? 


LYCIDAS, 
Name her no more.—Haſle, ſeek the ſylvan fair. 
D1oNE. 
Should the rich profer tempt her liſ'ning ear, 
Bid all your peace adieu. O barb'rous youth, 
Can you forego your honour, love and truth ? 
Vet ſhould Parthenia wealth and title ſlight, 
Would juſtice then reſtore Dione's right ? 
Would you then dry her ever falling tears ; 
And bleſs with honeſt love your future years. 
LyYC1DAS» 
PII in yon? ſhade thy wiſh'd return attend; 
Come, quickly come, and cheer thy ſigking friend. 


[Exit Lycidas. 


* 


DI O. N E. 

Dions. 9 

Should her proud ſoul reſiſt the tempting bait, . 
Should ſhe contemn his profer'd wealth and ſtate, 'P 
Then I once more his perjur'd heart may move, | 
And in his boſom wake the dying love. | | 
As the pale wretch involy'd in doubts and fears, 
All trembling in the judgment-hall appears; 
80 (hall I ſtand before Parthenia's eyes, l 
For as ſhe dooms, Dione hiyes or dies, 
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N. SCENE.L 


' LYCIDAS. . PARTHENIA aſleep in a bower. 


| _ Lycipas, [ 
AY no rude wind the ruſtling branches move; 
Breathe ſoft, ye ſilent gales, nor wake my love. 
Ye ſhepherds, piping homeward on the way, Hat] 
Let not the diſtant echoes learn your lay ; And 
Strain not, ye nightingales, your warbling throat, Agai 
May no loud ſhake prolong the ſhriller note, Can 
Leſt ſhe awake; O ſleep, ſecure her eyes, | Perh 
That I may gaze; for if ſhe wake, ſhe flies. And 
While eaſy dreams compoſe her peaceful ſoul, In fa 
What anxious cares within my boſom roll ! Parth 
If tir'd with ſighs beneath the beech I lye, 
And languid ſlumber cloſe my weeping eye, | Sleep 
Her lovely viſion riſes to my vie w, 
Swift flies the nymph, and ſwift would I purſue ; — 
I ſtrive to call; my tongue has loſt the ſound; | 
Like rooted oaks, my feet benumb'd are bound; O ma 
Struggling I wake. Again my ſorrows flow, And « 
| | And not one flatt'ring dream deludes my woe. trod 
1 What innocence ! how meek is ev'ry grace ! Hence 
FJ How ſweet the ſmile that dimples on her face, While 
T7. Calm as the ſleeping ſeas l but ſhould my ſighs 
| 8 Too rudely breathe, what angry ſtorms would riſe ! May 1 
1 Thovgh the fair roſe with beauteous bluſh is crown'd, 
1 Beneath her fragrant leaves the thorn is found 3 ” O rat] 
* * 
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The peach, that with ioviting crimſon blooms, 1 
Deep at the heart the cank'ring worm conſumes; 
'Tis thus, alas! thoſe lovely features hide 


SCENE Il. 


LYCIDAS. DIONE. PARTHENIA, 


| 
| 
| 


LyC1DAS. 
Hath profer'd greatneſs yet o'ercome her hate ? | | 
And does ſhe languiſh for the glitt'ring bait ? | 
Againſt the ſwan ſhe might her pride ſupport, 
Can ſhe ſubdue her ſex, and ſcorn a court? | 
Perhaps in dreams the ſhining viſion charms, 
And the rich bracelet ſparkles on her arms; 
In fancy'd heaps the golden treaſure glows : 
Parthenia, wake, all this thy ſwain beſtows. 
Dion. 

Sleeps ſhe in theſe cloſe bowers ? 
LyYCIDAS. 
Lo! there ſhe lies. 
\_ _Diones, 
O may no ſtartling ſound unſeal her eyes, 
And drive her hence away. Till now, in vain 
trod the winding wood and weary plain. 
Hence, Lycidas ; beyond thoſe ſhades repoſe, 
While 1 thy fortuge and thy birth diſcloſe, 

Lycipas. 
May I Parthenia to thy friendſhip owe! 

D1owE, 

O rather think on loſt Dione's woe ! 
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$2 DIONE. 
Muſt ſhe thy broken faith for ever mourn, 
And will that juſter paſhon ne'er return ? 


| -LYCIDAS. 
Upbraid me not; but go. Her ſlumbers chaſe ; 
And 1 in her view the bright temptation place, 


[Exit Lycidas, 


DIONE. PARTHENIA. 


Dion. 
Now flames the weſtern ſky with golden beams, 
And the ray kindles on the quiv'ring ſtreams ; 
Long flights of crows, high croaking from their food, 
Now ſeek the nightly covert of the wood ; 
The tender graſs with dewy cryſtal bends, i 
And gath' ring vapour from the heath aſcends, 
Shake off this downy reſt ; wake, gentle maid, 
Truſt not thy charms beneath the noxious ſhade. 
Parthenia, riſe. 
PARTHENTA., 
— What voice alarms my ear! 
Away. Approach not. Hah ! Alexis there ! 
Let us together to the vales deſcend, 
And to the folds our bleating charge attend ; 
But let me hear no more that ſhepherd's name, 
Vex not my quiet with his hateful flame, 
Drone, 
Can I behold him gaſping an the ground, 
And feek no healing herb to ſtaunch the wound? 
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DIONE. | 43 
For thee continual ſighs conſume his heart, | 
'Tis you alone can cure the bleeding ſmart, 
Once more I come the moving cauſe to plead, 
If (hill his ſuff rings cannot intercede, 
Yet let my friendſhip do his paſſion right, 
And ſhow thy lover in his oative light. 
PARTHENIA, 
Why in dark myſt'ry are thy words inyoly'd ? 
If Lycidas you mean; know, I'm reſoly'd. 
= Dios. 
Let not thy kindling rage my words reſtrain. 
Know then; Parthenia flights no vulgar ſwain. 
For thee he bears the ſcrip and ſylvan crook, 
For thee the glories of a court forſook. 
May not thy heart the wealthy flame decline ! 


His honours, his poſſeſhons, all are thine, 
PARTHENIA, 


If he's a courtier, O ye nymphs, beware; 
Thoſe who moſt promiſe are the leaſt ſincere, 
The quick ey'd hawk ſhoots headlong from above, 
And in his pounces bears the trembling dove ; 
The pilF ring wolf o'er-leaps the fold's defence, 
But the falſe courtier preys on innocence, 
If he's a courtier, O ye nymphs, beware ; 
Thoſe wlio melt promiſe are the leaſt ſincere. 

Dioxx. 
Alas ! thou ne er haſt prov'd the ſweets of ſtate, 
Nor known that female pleaſure, to be great, 
'Tis for the town ripe cluſters load the poles, 
And all our autumn crowns the courtier's bowls ; 
For him our woods the red-ey'd pheaſant breed, 
And annual coveys in our harveſt ſeed; 
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For him with fruit the bending branch is ſtor'd, 
Plenty pours all her bleſſings on his board, | 
If (when the market to the city calls 
We chance to paſs beſide his palace walls, 
Does not his hail with muſic's voice reſound, 
And the floor tremble with the dancer's bound ? 
Such are the plcaſures Lycidas ſhall give, 
When thy relcating boſom bids him live, 

PARTHENITA, 
See yon gay goldfinch hop from ſpray to ſpray, 
Who fings a farewell to the parting day ; 
At large he flies o'er hill and dale and down : 
Is not each buſh, each ſpreading tree his own ? 
And canſt thou think he quit his native brier, 
For the bright cage o'er-arch'd with golden wire ? 
What then are honours, pomp and gold to me? 
Are thoſe a price to purchaſe liberty! 

Di1oxE: \ 

Think, when the Hymeneal torch ſhall blaze, 
And on the ſolemn rites the virgins gaze ; 


When thy fair locks with glitt'ring gems are grac'd, 


And the bright zone ſhall ſparkle round thy waſte, 

How will their hearts with envious ſorrow pine, 

When Lycidas ſhall jom his hand to thine | 
PARTHENIA, . 


And yet, Alexis, all that pomp and ſhow 


Are oft' the varniſh of internal woe. 

When the chaſte lamb is from her liſters led, 
And interwoven garlands paint her head ; 
The gazing, flock all envious of her pride, 
Behold ber ſkipping by the prieſteſs fide ; 
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DIONE. 55 
Each hopes the flow'ry wreath with longing eyes; 
While ſhe, alas ! is led to ſacrifice! 
Thus walks the bride in all her ſtate a" 
The gaze and envy of each thoughtleſs maid. 

DIoNE. 

As yet her tongue reſiſts the tempting ſnare, 
And guards my panting boſom from deſpair, [Afide. | 


Can thy ſtrong ſoul this noble flame forego ? 
Muſt ſuch a lover waſte his life in woe? | 

PARTHENIAs i | 
Tell him, his gifts I ſcora ; not all his art, | | 
Not all his flattery ſhall ſeduce my heart. | 1 
Courtiers, I know, are diſciplin'd to cheat, 1 
Their inſant · lips are taught to liſp deceit; | 
To prey on eaſy nymphs they range the ſhade, | 
And vainly boaſt of innocence betray'd ; | 
Chaſte hearts, unlearn'd in falſhood, they aſſall, 
And think our ear will drink the grateful tale: 
No, Lycidas ſhall ne er my peace deſtroy, 
I guard my virtue, and content enjoy. 1 

D1ONE, | þ | 

So ſtrong a paſhon in my boſom burns, » * 
Whene'er his ſoul is griev'd, Alexis mourns ! . 
Canſt thou this importuning ardour blame? 
Would not thy tongue for friendſhip urge the ſame 2. 

PARTHENIA, 
Yes, blooming ſwain. You ſhow an honeſt mind; 
I ſee it, with the pureſt flame reſin'd. 
Who ſhall compare love's mean and groſs deſire 
To the chaſte zeal of friendſhip's ſacred fire ? 
By whining love our weakneſs is confeſt ; 
But ſtronger friendſbip ſhows a virtuous breaſt, 
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In folly's heart the ſhort-liv'd blaze may glow, * 

Wiſdom alone can purer friendſhip know, 

Love is a ſudden blaze which ſoon decays, 

Friendſhip is like the ſun's eternal rays ; 

Not daily benefits exhauſt the flame, 

It ſtill is giving, and till burns the ſame ; 

And could Alexis from his ſoul remove 

All the low images of groſſer love; 

Such mild, ſach gentle looks thy heart declare, 

Fain would my brealt thy faithful friendſhip ſhare, 

Dione. 

How dare you in the diff *rent ſex confide ? 

And ſeek a friendſhip which you ne'er have try'd ? 
PARTHENIA, 

Yes, I to thee could give up all my heart. 

From thy chaſte eye nv wanton glances dart ; 

Thy modeſt lips convey no thought impure, 

With thee may ſtricteſt virtue walk ſecure, 

D1ONE., 

Yet can I ſafely on the nymph depend, 

Whoſe unrelenting ſcorn can kill my friend ? 
PARTHENIA. 

Accuſe me not, who act a gen'rous part; 

Had I, like city maids, a ſraudful heart, 

Then had his proffers taught my ſoul to feign, 

Then had I vilely ſtoopt to ſordid gain, 

Then had I ſigh'd for honours, pomp and gold, 

And for unhappy chains my freedom ſold. 

If you would fave him, bid him leave the plain, 

And to his native city turn again ; 

There ſhall his paſſion find a ready cure, 

There, not one dame reſiſts the glitt'ring lure. 


All tt 
Alas 
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DioxB. 
All this I frequent urg'd, bat urg'd in vain, 
Alas! thou only canſt aſſwage his pain 


SCENE lv. 


DIONE. PART HE NIA. LYCH- 
DAS, Cliſtening. 


; Lycipas. 

Why Rays Alexis? can my boſom bear 

Thus long alternate ftorms of hope and fear ? 

Yonder they walk; no ſrowus her brow diſguiſe, 

But love conſenting ſparkles in her eyes; 

Here wall I liſten, here, impatient wait. 

Spare me, Parthenia, and reſign thy hate. LAſide. 
PakTUENIA. 

When Lycidas ſhall to the court repair, 

Still let Alexis love his fleecy care; 

Still let him chooſe cool grots and ſylvan dowers, 

And let Parthenia ſhare his peaceful hours. 

LyCciDas, 
What do F hear? my friendfhip is betray'd ! 


Ihe treach'rous rival has fedoc'd the mad. ¶ Aſide, 


PARTUENIA. 
With thee, white bearded goats deſcend the ſteep, 
Or whete, like winter's ſnow, the nibbling ſheep 


'Clothe the ſlope hills: I'll paſs the cheerfal day, 


And from thy reed my voce ſhall catch the lay. 
d D 3 


DIONE, 


But ſee, ſtill ev'ning ſpreads her dusky wings, As ir 
The flocks, ſlow-moving from the miſty ſprings, And 
Now ſeek their fold. Come, ſhepherd, let's away, So W 
To cloſe the lateſt labours of the day. 
[Exeunt hand in hand. =; vÞ 
. | Whe 
SCENE v. NE 
Ju 
I 
| Lycipas, wan | 
My troubled heart what dire diſaſters rend ? 3 
A ſcornful miſtreſs, and a treach'rous friend! Coal, 
Would ye be cozen'd, more than woman can Ther 
Unlock your boſom to perfidious man. 
One faithful woman have theſe eyes beheld, 1 
And againſt her this perjur'd heart rebell' d: | "who 
But fearch as far as earth's wide bounds extend, 
Where ſhall the wretched find one faithful friend? fon 
Did r 
SCENE VI, 
| As ſp 
LYCIDAS. DIONE. | Who 
s Such 
 _LyciDas. Conte 
Why ſtarts the ſwain ? why turn his eyes away, 3 
As if amidſt bis path the viper lay? Tis 
Did I not to thy charge my heart conſide ? 'Tis | 
Did I not truſt thee near Parthenia's lide, | Did n 
As here ſhe ſlept? Whit 
DI1oN8. | Dolt. 
— — She ſtraight my call obey d. Has t 


And downy ſlumber left the lovely maid ! 7 
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As in the morn awakes the folded roſe, 
And all atound her breathing colour throws; 
So wak'd Parthenia. 

LyCiDAS. 
— — Could thy guarded heart, 
When her full beauty glow'd, put by the dart ? 
Yet on Alexis let my ſoul depend. 
Jus moſt yngen'rous to ſuſpect a friend; 
And thou, I hope, haſt well that name profeſt. 

Dioxk. 
O could thy piercing eye diſcern my breaſt ! 
Could'ſt thou the ſecrets of my boſom ſee, 
There ev ry thought is fill'd with cares for thee ! 

LYC1IDAS, 


Is there, againſt hypocriſy, defence, 


Who clothes her words and looks with innocence 1 
Lsſide. 
Say, ſhepherd, when you profer'd wealth and {tate, 
Did not her ſcorn and ſuppled pride abate ? 
Dione. 
As ſparkling di'monds to the feather'd train, 
Who ſcrape the winnow'd chaff in ſearch of grain; 
Such to the ſhepherdeſs the court appears: 
Content ſhe ſeeks, and ſpurns thoſe glitt ting cares. 
LyciDAS. 

'Tis not in woman grandeur to deſpiſe, 
Tis not from courts, from me alone ſhe flies, 
Did not my paſſion ſuffer like diſgrace, 
While ſhe believ'd me born of ſylvan race? 
Dolt.thou not think, this proudeſt of her kind 
Has to fome rival ſwain her heart reſign'd ? 
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. Dronx. 
No rival ſhepherd her diſdain can move; 
Her frozen boſom is averſe to love. 

Lyc1DAS, 
Say, art thou ſure, that this ungrateful fair 
| Scorns all alike, bids all alike deſpair ? 
| Dioxx. 

How can I know the fecrets of her heart? 


LyYC1DAS. 
Anſwer ſincere, nor from the queſtion ſtart, 


Say, in hef glance was never love confeſt, 
And is no ſwain diftioguiſh'd from the reſt ? 
D1ione, 

O Lycidas, bid ail thy troubles ceaſe; 
Let not a thought on her diſturb thy peace, 
May juſtice bid thy former paſſion wake; 
Think how Dione ſuffers for thy ſake: 
Let not a broken oath thy honour ſtain, 
Recall thy yows, and ſeek the town again. 

LyC1DAS. 
What mearis Alexis ? where's thy friendſhip flown ? 
Why am I baniſh'd to the batefol town? 
Hath ſome new ſhepherd warm'd Parthevia's breaſt ? 
And does my love his am'rous hours moleſt ? 
Is it for this thou bidſt me quit the plain? 
Yes, yes, thou fondly lov'ſt this rival ſwain. 
When firft my cheated ſoul thy friendſhip woo'd, 
To my warm heart I took the vip'rous brood. | 
O falſe Alexis 

Dion. 
— hy am 1 accu 

Thy jealous mind is by weak fears abus'd, 


O ſe 


Tal 


un? 


aſt ? 


DIONE, 

LYCIDAS. 
Was not thy boſom fraught with falſe deſign ? 
Didſt thou not plead his cauſe, and give up mine ? 
Let not thy tongue evaſive anſwer ſeek ; 
The conſcious crimſon rifes on thy cheek : 
Thy coward conſcience, by thy guilt diſmay'd, 
Shakes in each joint, and owns that I'm betray d. 
Dione. | 
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How my poor heart is wrong'd ! O ſpare thy friend ! 


LyCtibas, 
Seek not detected falſhood to defend. 
Dione. 
Beware; leſt blind ſuſpicion raſhly blame, 
| LYC1DAS$. 
Owa thyſelf then the rival of my flame, 
If this be ſhe for whom Alexis pin d, 
She now no more is to thy vows unkind, 
Behind the thicket's twiſted verdure laid, 
I witneſs'd every tender thing ſhe ſaid ; 
I law bright pleaſure kindle in her eyes, 
Love warm'd each feature at thy ſoft replies. 
D1 ONE. . 
Yet hear me ſpeak, 
LyC1iDAS, 
———]n van is all defence. 
Did not thy ti each rous hand conduct her hence ? 
Haſte, from my fight, rage burns in ev'ry vein; 
Never approach my jult revenge again. 
D1QoNE. 
0 ſearch my heart ; there injur d truth thou'lt 4. 
»4AYC1DAS, 


Talk not of truth; long ſince ſhe left . 
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62 D 1 ONE, 
So ſmooth a tongue ! and yet ſo falſe a heart ! 
Sore courts firlt taught the fawning friendſhip's art, 
No. Thou art falſe by nature, 

Dios. 

Let me clear 


This Nu charge, and prove my truſt ſincere. 


LyCiDAS, 
Boaſt then her favours ; ſay, what happy hour 
Next calls to meet her in th' appointed bower ; 
Say when and where you meet, 
D1oNE. 


Be rage ſuppreſt. 


Ls ſtabbing mine, you wound Parthenia's breaſt, 


She ſaid, ſhe ill defy'd love's keeneſt dart; 
Yet purer friendſhip might divide her heart, 


\\ Friendſhip's ſincerer bands ſhe wilh'd to prove. 


LyCIDAS, 
A woman's friendſhip ever ends in love. 
Think not theſe fooliſh tales my faith command ; 
Did not I ſee thee preſs her ſnowy hand? 
O may her paſſion like thy friendſhip laſt ! 
May ſhe betray thee ere the day be paſt ! 
Hence then. Away. Thou'rt hateful to my light, 
And thus 1 ſpurn the fawning hy pocrite. 
[Ex, Lycid, 


SCENE vn. 


D1oNnE. | | 
ns ever grief like mine! O wretched maid ! 
y friendſhip wrong'd ! my conſtant love betray'd-! 


DIONE 63 
Misfortune haunts my ſteps. where e er 1 go, 
And all my days are over · caſt with woe, 
Long have | ſtrove th' increaſing load to bear, 
Now faints my foul, and ſinks into deſpair, 
O lead me to the hanging mountain's cell, 
In whoſe brown cliffs the fowls of darkneſs dwell : 
Where waters, trickling down the rifted wall, 
Shall lull my ſorrows with the tinkling fall. 
There, ſeek thy grave. How canſt thou bear the light. 
When baniſh'd ever from Evander's fight "\ 


SCENE VIII. 


DIONE. LAURA. f 
; 

Lava | 
Why hangs a cloud of grief upon thy brows ? 
Does the proud nymph accept Evander's vows ? 

Dion. 8 
Can I bear life with theſe new pangs oppreſt!: 
Again he tears me from his faitbleſs breaſt : | 
A perjur'd lover firſt he ſought thoſe plains, 
And now my friendſhip like my love diſdains, | 
As I new offers to Parthenia made, 
Conceal'd he ſtood behind the woodbine made. , 
He ſays, my treach'rous tongue his heart bettay d, 
That my falſe ſpeeches have miſled the maid 
With groundleſs fear he thus. his ſoul deceives; 
What frenzy dictates, jealouſy believes. 

LAURAs 


Reſign thy crook, put off this · manly veſt, 
And let che wrong'd Dione ſtand confeſi; 
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When he ſhalf learn what ſorrows thou haſt bora, 2M 
And finds that naught pelents Parthenia's ſcorn, = 
Sure he will pity thee. Har 
Drowt. Thit 
e, Laura, no. 
- Should I. alas ! the ſylvan drefs forego, 


Then might he think that I her pride foment, Shall 
That injur'd love inſtructs me to reſent ; Wh 
Our fecret enterprize might fatal prove : Grat 
Man flies the plague of perſecuting love. O m 

LAURA. The 


Avoid Parthenia; left his rage grow warm, 
And jealouſy reſolve ſome fatal harm, 
Dion. 
O Laura, if thou chance the youth to find, 
Tell him what torments vex my anxious mind; 
Should I once more his awful preſence ſeek, 
The filent tears would bath my glowing cheek ; 
By riſing ſighs my falt'ring voice be ſtay d, 
And trembling fear roo ſoon confeſs the maid. 
Haſte, Laura, then; his vengeful ſoul affwage, 
Tell him, Par guiltleſs 5 cool his blinded rage; 
Tell him that truth fincere my firendſhip brought. 
Let him not cheriſh one ſuſpicious thought. 
Then to cotivince him, his diſtruſt was valn, 
Ill never, never fee that dymph again. 
This way he went, | '4F 
LAURAs | 
— ee a the call of night, 
The ſtar of ey'ning ſheds his filver light 
High o'er yon weſtern hill: the cooling gales 
Freſh odours breathe along the winding dales ; | 


DIONE. / 
Far from their home as yet our ſhepherds ſtray, 
To cloſe with cheerful walk the faltry day. 
Methinks from far I hear the piping wan; 
Hark, in the breeze now ſwells, now finks the ſtrain ; 
Thither PII ſeek him. 
D1ons. 

—— — While this length of glade 
Shall lead me penſive through the fable ſhade ; 
Where on the branches murmur ruſhing winds, 
Grateful as falling floods to love-ſick minds. 
O may this path to death's dark vale deſcend ! 
There only can the wretched hope a friend. 

CExeuat ſeverally. 
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| The 
ACT v. SCENE 1. _ 
But 
A WOOD. "E 
; | Sher 
DIONE. CLEANTHES, (who lies wounded Aw 
in a diſtant part of the (tage.) 
A Say 
D1ons. Coll 
T* E moon ſerene now climbs th' aerial way; 

1 See, at her ſight ten thouſand ſtars decay: O hi 
With trembling gleam ſhe tips the ſilent grove, And 
While all beneath the chequer'd ſhadows move. Unk! 
Turn back thy ſilver axles, downward roll, And 
Darkneſs beſt fits the horrors of my ſoul. 

Riſe, riſe, ye clouds ; the face of heav'n deform, Say, 

Veil the bright goddeſs in a fable ſtorm : Wha 

O look not down upon a wretched maid ! 

Let thy bright torch the happy lover aid, £ Stay, 
And light his wand'ring footſteps to the bow'r, Left 

Where the kind nymph attends th* appointed hour. Fre t 
Yet thor halt ſeen unhappy love, like mine; I fro! 
Did not thy lamp in heav'n's blue forehead ſhine, Far e 
When Thisbe ſought her love along the glade ? Who 
Þid(t thou not then behold the gleaming bla ſe, Wan 
And gild the fatal point that ſtabb'd her breaſt ? Try" 
Soon I. like her, ſhall ſeek the realms of reſt. - A ba 
Let groves of mournful yew a wretch ſurround ! Unſhe 
O ſooth my ear with melancholy ſound ! Deep 
The village curs now ſtretch their yelling throat, Aad | 
And dogs from diſtant cots return the note; 
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The tav'nous wolf along the valley prowls, 
And with his famiſh'd cries the mountain howls, 
But hark ! what ſudden noiſe advances near ? 
Repeated groans alarm my frighted ear — 
CLEANTHES, 
Shepherd, approach; ah! fly not through the glad, 
nded A wretch all dy'd with wounds invokes thy aid. 
Diovws.” 
Say then, udhappy ſtranger, how you bled; 
Collect thy ſpirits, raiſe thy drooping head. 
Y; [ Cleanthes raiſes himſelf on his arm. 
: O horrid fight ! Cleanthes gaſping lies ; 
And death's black ſhadows float before his eyes, 


. Unknown in this diſguiſe, I'll check my woe, 

And learn what bloody hand has ſtruck the blow. 
[Afide. 

1, Say, youth, ere fate thy feeble voice confounds, 

What led thee hither ? whence theſe purple wounds ? 
CLEANTHES, 
8 Stay, fleeting life; may (trength a while prevail, 

Leſt my clos'd lips confine th' imperfect tale. 

ur. Fre the (treak'd eaſt grew warm with amber ray, 
I from the city took my doubtful way, 

ge. Far o'er the plains I ſought a beauteous maid, 

; Who from the court in thoſe wide foreſts ſtray'd, 

Wanders unknown; as I, with weary pain, 


2 Try'd ev'ry path, and op'ning glade in vain; 
- A band of thieves, forth ruſhing from the wood, 
1 Unſheath'd their daggers warm with daily blood; 
Deep in my breaſt the barb'rous-ſteel is'dy'd, 
at, And purple hands the golden prey givide, 
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Hence are the mangling wounds. Say, gentle ſwain, 

If thon haſt known among the ſylyan train 

The vagrant nymph I ſeek ? 

Dioxs. 
— What mov'd thy care, 

Thus, in theſe pathleſs wilds to ſearch the fair? 

| CLEANTHES. 

I charge you, O ye daughters of the grove, 

Ye Naiads, who the moſſy fountains love, 

Ye happy ſwains, who range the paſtures wide, 
Ye tender nymphs, who feed your flocks beſide ; 
If my laſt gaſping breath can pity more, 

If e er you knew the pangs of {lighted love, 
Show her, I charge you, where Cleanthes dy'd, 
The graſs yet reeking with the ſanguine tide, 

A father's power to me the virgin gave, 

But ſhe diſdain'd to live a nuptial ſlave ; 

So fled her native home. 

Dione. 
— —— is then from thee 

Springs the foul ſource of all her miſery. 
Could'ſt thou, thy ſelfiſh appetite to pleaſe, 
Condemn to endleſs woes another's pcace? 

CLEANTHES, 

O ſpare me; nor my hapleſs love upbtaid, 
While on my heart death's frozen hand is laid 
Go ſeek her, guide her where Cleanthes bled ; 
When ſhe ſurveys her lover pale and dead, 

Tell her, that fince ſhe fled my hateful fight, 
Without remorſe I ſought the realms of night. 
Methinks I ſee her view theſe poor remains, 
And on her cheek indecent gladneſs reigns ! 
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alt in ber preſetice cold Cleanthes lies, 

And not one tear ſtands trembling in her eyes! 
O let a ſigh my hapleſs fate deplore ! 

Cleanthes now controuls thy love no more. 


Dion. 
How ſhall my lids conſine theſe riſing woes? 
Aſide. 
| CLEANTHES, 
O might I ſee her, ere death's finger cloſe 
Theſe eyes for ever ! might her ſoften'd breaſt 
Forgive my love with too much ardour preſt ! 
Then I with peace could yield my lateſt breath, 
Dion. 
Shall I not calm the ſable hour of death, 
And ſhow myſelf before him !——hah ! he dies. 


See from his trembling lip the ſpirit flies! —[Afide. 


Stay yet a- while. Dione ſtands confeſt. . 
He knows me not, He faints, he ſinks to reſt, 
CLEANTHES. | 
Tell her, ſince all my hopes in her were loſt, 
That death was welcome Dies. 
Drone. 
What ſudden guſts of grief my boſom rend ? 
A parent's curſes o'er my head inipend 
For diſobedient vows 3 O wretched maid, 
Thoſe very vows Evander hath betray'd. 
See, at thy feet Cleanthes bath'd in blood! 
For love of thee he trod this lonely wood ; 
Thoa art the cruel authreſs of his fate! 
He falls by thine, thou by Evander's hate. 
When ſhall my ſoul know reſt ? Cleanthes ſlain 
No Jogger ſighs and weeps for thy diſdain. 
N E 


* 


- 
2 COS Mar A Oe Ir non OO OI Ws en I Or es —_— 


* 
* 
- — . ͤ . — 1 — 


a 
+” -_ 
- << < —— -S- __ 


— 


— 


* ju 
—— — 
— — — — 


P ↄ² ——Å — ER 
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70 DIO NE. 

Thou (till art curſt with love. Bleed, virgi Nn 

How ſhall a wretch from anxious life be 

My troubled brain with ſudden frenzy burns, 

And ſhatter'd thought now this now that way turns, 

What do I fee thus glitt'ring on the plains ? 

Hah ! the dread {word yet warm with crimſon ſtains ! 
[Takes up the dagger. 


* 


SCENE IL 
DIONE. PARTHENIA, 


Pa RTHENIAs | | 
Sweet is the walk when night has cool'd the hour, 
This path directs me to my ſylvan bower. [ Aſide. 
„ aeg. : 
Why is my ſoul with ſudden fear diſmay'd. ? 
Why drops my trembling hand the pointed blade 


O ſtring my arm with force [Aſides 
£1 | | PARTHENIA,. | 
— Methought a noiſe 
Broke through the ſilent air, like human voice. { Afide. 
D1oNs. 


One well-aim'd blow ſhall all my pangs remove, 
Graſp firm the fatal ſteel, and ceaſe to love. ¶ Aſdde. 
\  PARTHENIA, | 
Sure twas Alexis, hah. | a ſword diſplay'd. 
The ſtreaming luſtre darts a · croſs the r Cale. 
5 Dion. | 
May heav'n new. vigour to my ſoul gant. 
And guide the deſp'rate, weapon to my heart! Laa 
. « PARTHENIA., _-- 
day I the meditated death arreſt ! _ | 
{ Holds Dione' J hand, 


DIONE. 71 
Strike not raſh ſhepherd ; ſpare thy guiltleſs breaſt, 
O give me ſtrength to ſtay the threaten'd harm, 
er r WOT lifted arm! 
Dion. 
What cruel hand withholds the welcome blow ? 
In giving life, you but prolong my woe. | 
O may not thus th' expected ſtroke impend ! 
Unlooſe thy graſp, and let ſwift death deſcend, 
But if yon murder thy red hands hath dy'd ; 
Here. Pierce me deep ; let forth the vital tide. 
Dione quits the dagger, 
 PARTHENIA, 
Wait not thy fate ; but this way turn thy eyes 3 j 
My virgia hand no e rder dies. 
Turn then, Alexis; and Parthenia know, 
'Tis ſhe protects thee from the fatal blow. 
D1oxs, 
Muſt the oipht-watches by my ſighs be told? 
And muſt theſe eyes another morn behold 
Though dazling floods of tears? ungen rous maid, 
The friendly {troke is by thy hand delay d 
Call it not mercy to prolong my breath ; 
'Tis but to torture me with lingring death. 
PARTHENIAs 
What moves thy hand to act this bloody part? 
Whence are theſe gnawing pangs that tear thy heart ; 
Is that thy friend who lies before thee lain ? 
Is it his wound that reeks upon the plain? 
Is't S ppon 4 
| biens. 
; o. I the ſtranger found, 
Ere re chill death his frozen tongue had bound, 
\ FE 2 
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72 DION E. 

He ſaid; as at the roſy dawn of day, 
He from the city took his vagrant way, 
A murd'ring band pour d on him from the wood, 


Fuſt ſeiz d his gold, than bath'd their ſwords in blood. 


PARTHENIA, 
|You, whoſe ambition labours to be great, 
Think on the perils which on riches wait. 
Safe are the ſhepherd's paths ; when ſober even 


Streaks with pale light the bending arch of heaven, 


From danger free, thro? deſarts wild he hies, 
The riſing ſmoke far o'er the mountain ſpies, 
Which marks his diſtant cottage; on he fares, 
For him no murd'rers lay their nightly ſnares ; 
They paſs him by, they turn their ſteps away; 
Safe poverty was ne er the villain's prey. 

At home he lies ſecure in eaſy ſleep, 

No bars his ivy-mantled cottage keep; 

No thieves in dreams the fancy'd dagger bold, 
And drag him to detect the buried gold; 
When the door murmurs with the hollow gale. 


While he, whoſe iron, coffers. ruſt with wealth, 


Harbours beneath his roof deceit and, ſtealth ; 


Treach' ry with lurking pace frequents his walks, 


And cloſe behind him horrid murder ſtalks, 
'Tis tempting lucre makes the villain bold, 


A There hes a bleeding ſacrifice to gold. 


Dion. | 
To live is but to wake to daily cares, 
And ij journey through a tedious vale of tears. 


Had you not tuſh d between, my life bad flown; 


And I, like him, no more had ſorrow known, 


1 


, 


DLONE 
PARTHENI A» 
When anguiſh in the gloomy boſom dwells, 
The counlel of a friend the cloud diſpells, _ 
Give thy breaſt vent, the ſecret grief impart, 
And fay what woe lies heavy at thy heart. 
To fave thy life kind heaven has ſuccour ſeat, 
The gods by me thy threaten'd fate prevent. 
Dio NG. 
No. To prevent it, is beyond thy power; 
Thou only canſt defer the welcome hour. 
When you the lifted dagger turn d aſide, 
Only one road to death thy force deay d; 
Still fate is in my reach, From mountains 
Deep in whoſe ſhadow graggy ruins lie, 
Can I not headlong fling this weight of woe, 
And daſh aut life againſt the flints below ? 
Are there not ſtreams, and lakes and rivers wide, 
Where my laſt breath may bubble on the tide? 
No. Life ſhall never flatter me again, 
Nor ſhall to- morrow bring new ſighs and pain, 
| PanraanNuA, 
Can I this burden of thy ſoul relieve, . 
And, calm thy, grief? 


Dion k. 


— if thou wilt comfort give ; . | 


Plight me thy word, and to that word be juſt; 
When poor Alexis ſhall te laid in dulk, 

Thar ptide no longer wall command thy mind, 
That thou wilt ſpare the friend I leave behind. 
I know his virtue worthy of thy breaſt, 

Long in, thy love may Lycidas be bleſt l 


1 DIO NE. 


Pax Tur NIA. 
That ſwain (who would my liberty controul, 
To pleaſe ſome ſhort-liv'd tranſport of his ſoul) 
Shows, while his importuning flame he moves, 


That *tis not me, himſelf alone he loves. 


O live, nor leave him by misfortunes preſt ; 
Tis ſhameful to deſert a friend diſtreſt. 
Dion. 


Alas! a wretch like me no loſs would prove, 


Would kind Parthenia liſten to his love. 
PARTHENIA. 

Why hides thy boſom this myſterious grief ? 

Eaſe thy o'erburden'd heart. and hope relief, 

Dione. 

What PEN it to touch thy tender breaſt, 

With wrongs, like mine, which ne'er can be redreſt ? 

Let in my heart the fatal ſecret die, 

Nor call up ſorrow in another's eye ! 


SCENE III. 


DIONE, PARTHENIA, LYCIDAS. 


| Lycinas. 
If Lauta right dire the darkſome ways, 
Along theſe paths the penſive ſhepherd ſtrays, 
[ Aſide. 
D1 ons, 
Let not a tear for me roll down thy cheek. 
O would my throbbing ſighs my heart-ſtrings break 


ſt? 


A8. 


Aſide. 


K 


D ILO NE. 75 
Why was my breaſt the lifted ſtroke deny d? | 
Muſt then again the deathful deed be wy'd? 
Yes, *Tis reſolv'd, 


PARTHENIA, | 
Ah, hold, forbear, forbear 1 
LyCiDA8. 
Methought diſtreſs with ſhrieks alarm'd mine ear. 
PARTHENIA.' 
Strike not. Ye gods, defend him from the wound. 
LYCiDaAs, 
ves. 'Tis Parthenia's voice, I know the ſoiind!” | 
Some ſylvan raviſher would force the maid, _ 
And Laura ſent me to her virtues aid. 
Die, villian, die; and ſeek the ſhades below 
[Lycidas ſnatches the dagger from Dione, 
and ſtabs her. 
Dion. 
Whoe er thou art, 1 bleſs thee for the blow. ay 
LyC1iDas. | | 
Since heav'n ordain'd this arm thy life to guar,” 
O hear my vows ! be love the jult reward. 
PARTHENIA, 
Rather let vengeance, with her ſwifteſt ſpeed 
O'ertake thy flight, and recompenſe the deed !_ 
Why ſtays the thunder i the upper sky ? by 


— — — 


Gather, ye clouds; ye lightoings, fly; K I 4 


On thee may all the wrath of heav'n deſcend, 
Whoſe barb'rous hand hath ſain a faithful friend. 
Behold Alexis ! . EE, 
LyC1DAS, ; + {8g 
Would that treach*rous boy 


Have fore d thy virtue to his brutal joy ? 


/ 


[Snatches the dagger from Punt | 


DIONE, 
What roug'd his paffio to this bold advance ? 
Did e' er thy eyes confels one willing glance? 
I know, the faithleſs youth his trult berray'd ; 
ART Well the Cagger Lach my wrongs repay'd. 
Dioxt. [Raiſing herſelf on her arm. 
Breaks not Rradder's voice along the glade ? 
Hah ! is it he who holds the recking blade 
There needed not nor poiſon, ſword or dart ; 
Thy faithleſs vows, alas! had broke my heart, [ Aſide. 
ParTHERNtA. 
O tremble, ſhepherd, for thy raſh offence, 
The ſword is dy'd with murder d innocence ! 
His gentle ſoul no brutal paſſion ſeiz d. 
Nor at my boſom was the dagger rais's ; 
Self murder was his aim; the youth | found 
Whelm'd in deſpair, and ſtay d the falling wound. 
Dioxs 
Into what miſchiefs is the lover led, | 
Who calls down vengeance on his perjur d head! 
O may he ne er bewail this deſp* rate deed, . 
And may, unknown, unwept, Dione bleed! (Aide. 
Lycinas. | 
What horrors. on the gauilty mind attend ! 
His conſcience had reveng'd an injur'd friend, | 
Hadſt thou not held the ſtroke. In death he ſought. | 
To loſe the heart-conſuming pain of thought. 
Did not the ſmooth-tongu'd boy perſidious prove, 
Plead his owp paſſion, and betray my love? 
Drone. | 
O let him ne'er this bleeding victim know ; 
Leſt his raſh tranſport, to revenge the blow, 


de. 


fide. 


glu Fe 


Should in his dearer heart the dagger ſtain ! 
That wound would pierce my ſoul with double pain. 


DIONE. 77 | 


. [Alidee 


PARTHENIA. 


How did his faithful lips (now pale and cold) 


With moving eloquence thy griefs unfold ! 
LYCiDAS. 

Was he thus faithful ? thus, to friendſhip true? 
Then I'm a wretch. All peace of mind, adicu ! 
If ebbing life yet beat within thy vein, 
Alexis, ſpeak ; uncloſe thoſe lids again. 

_ [Flings himſelf on the ground near Dione. 
See at thy feet the barb'rous villain kneel ! 
'Tis Lycidas who graſps the bloody ſteel, | 
Thy one lor d Mend, —Yex e ct 1 ceaſe to lie, 
cu thou a wretched penitens forgive ? 

Dione. 
May a facerer Wust hate thy break 
Why are thoſe heaving groans ? (ah ceaſe to weep l) 
May my loſt name in dark oblivion fleep; 
Let this ſad tale no ſpeaking ſtone declare, 
From future eyes to draw a pitying tear. 
Let o'er my grave the lev'ling plough-ſhare paſs, 
Mark not the ſpot ; forget that Cer I was. 
Then may ſt thou with Partbenia's love be bleſt, 
And not one thought on me thy joys moleſt! 
My ſwimming eyes are overpower'd with light, 
And darkning ſhadows fleet before thy fight, 
May'ſt thou be happy: ah !' my ſoul is free. [ Dies. 
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DTONE, 79 
Off; hold me not. This heart deſerves the ſtroke ; 
Tis black with treach ry. Yes : the vows are broke 
[Stabs himſelf 
Which I ſo often ſwore, Vain world, adieu 
Though I was falſe in life, in death I'm true. [Dies. 
LAURA. 
To- morrow ſhall the funeral rites be paid, 
And theſe love - victims in one grave be laid. 
Pak TENIA. 
There ſhall the yew her ſable branches ſpread, 
And mouruful cypreſs rear her fringed head. 
LAURA, 


From thence ſhall thyme and myrtle ſend perfume, 


And laurel ever-green o'erſhade the tomb, 
PARTHENIA, 

Come, Laura; let us leave this horrid wood, 

Where ſtreams the purple graſs with lovers blood; 

Come to my bower. And as we ſorrowing go, 


Let poor Dione's ſtory feed my woe 


With heart-relieving tears. 

LAURA. [Pointing to Dione, 
| Unhappy maid, 

Hadlt thou a parent's juſt command obey'd, 

Thou yet hadſt liv'd, _——But who ſhall love adviſe ? 

Love ſcorns command, and b all other tyes. 

Henceforth, ye ſwains, be true to vows profeſt; 

For certain vengeance ſtrikes the perjur'd brealt, 
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